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"ALL  RIGHT,  NOW,  'MR.  DUOFOLD,' 
TAKE  DOWN  THESE  NOTES." 


Pressureless  Vouch 

Makes  Writing  with  a  Parker  Duof  old 
§0  RflS'V  that  the  Pen  almost  does  it  all  itself 


^JSp  Need  to  'Pay  More  than  $7  for  the  Utmost  in  a  Pen 


m 


This  is  not  merely  a  claim.  A  fine  ink- 
channel  ground  between  the  prongs  of 
the  Duofold  Point  now  brings  Capillary 
Attraction  to  the  aid  of  Parker's  already 
famous  Gravity  Feed. 

Result  is  that  the  tight  weight  of  the 
pen  itself  is  sufficient  to  start  the  writing 
and  continue  it  with  scarcely  any  pres- 
sure from  the  fingers.  Now  you  merely 
guide  this  almost  automatic  pen. 

Take  notes,  write  themes,  long  letters, 
etc.,  with  a  New  Duofold  and  learn  what 
it  saves  in  time  as  well  as  effort. 

Neater,  cleaner,  smoother  writing 
[though  professors  may  not  say  so]  shades 
grades  for  the  better. 

Also  this  New  Duofold  made  with 


ParkerPermanite[28%  lighterbut  1000% 
stronger  than  the  rubber  formerly  em- 
ployed] is  N  on -Breakable.  So  this  new 
Parker  is  a  Permanent  Pen. 

Thus  for  $7  [$5  if  you  want  a  smaller 
size]  you  get  the  utmost  in  a  writing  in- 
strument— no  need  to  pay  more. 

5  smart  colors  from  which  to  select.  3 
sizes  —  Over-size,  Junior  and  slender 
Lady  Duofold.  6  graduated  pen  points — 
one  to  suit  your  hand  exactly.  Ask  to  try 
"yours"at  your  nearest  pen  counter  today. 

But  be  sure  to  look  for  this  imprint, 
"Geo.  S.  Parker — Duofold"  on  the  pen 
barrel.  That  identifies  the  genuine.  No 
other  mark  does.  Duofold  Pencils  in  col- 
ors to  match  pens,  $3,  $3-50,  $4. 

The  Parker  Pen  Company.  Ianesville.  Wisconsin 


CIT  Duofold 


Your   Permanent  Pen 
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UNIVERSITY 
MEN 

who  dress  in  good  taste 
and  practice  economy  wear 

R  &  K  Clothes 

Rexford  &  Kelder 

Largest  University  Clothiers  in  the  West 

25  JACKSON  BOULEVARD  EAST 
7th  floor  CHICAGO 


One 


The  Collegiate 

Lightness,  comfort,  strength  and  firm- 
ness, these  are  the  qualities  of  the  Aimer 
Coe  "Collegiate,"  an  ideal  spectacle  for 
work  and  study.  Your  lenses  can  be 
duplicated  in  this  or  in  any  one  of  the 
more   than  twenty  Aimer  Coe  styles. 


Aimer  Coe   &   Company 

Scientific  Opticians 

1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orringlon  at  Church  Street 


Our  8th 
Anniversary  Sale 

Our  birthday  present  to  you 

All  Our  Kuppenheimer  Good 
Clothes  20%  Off 


Florsheim  Shoes 


5.85 


Berkley  Knit  Ties,  Regular  $5.00 
Now  2  for  $5.00 


Ties  selling  at    ...     . 
Now  2  for  $2.50 


$2.00 
All  Other   Goods   Greatly   Reduced 


SAMUEL  L.  PAIS 

821  Chicago  Ave. 

"It  Pays  to  Trade  at  Pais 


The  Gospel  Special 

Campus  Sheik:    Every  time  my  lips  press  yours  I 
feel  nearer  heaven. 

Catty  Co-ed:    Well,  you  needn't  try  to  get  all  the 
way  in  one  night. 

— Cougar's  Pair 


Everybody  makes  mistakes.    That's  why  they  put 
mats  under  the  cuspidors. 

—Ollapod 


1:     My  Gawd!    Give  me  a  camel. 

2 :     Here,  control  your  animal  passions. 


'You're  a  fraternity  man,  aren't  you?" 
'Sav,  I  thought  I  got  a  tux  that  fit  me' 


— Sniper 


Medley 


Coach :     Can  you  run  with  the  ball  ? 
Rookie:     I  don't  know,  I  always  get  tackled  before 
find  out. 

— Dirge 


Love  may  be  blind,  but  the  dean  of  women  isn't. 

— Humbug 


Postmaster:  Boy,  you  sent  writing  in  your  laundry 
last  time. 

Student:    Thanks  for  the  compliment. 

—Ollapod 

It's  a  great  life  if  you  don't  weaken,  but  it's  greater 
if  you  weaken  just  a  little. 

— Old  Maid 

House  matron:  What  did  I  hear  you  say  over  the 
phone  then? 

Irate  Ida:  Oh,  Jim's  writing  an  economics  paper, 
and  he  just  wanted  to  know  how  you  could  make  a 
river  a  source  of  power. 

— Malteaser 


Hobo  (Not  the  Jim  Tully  variety):    Lady.  I'd  like 
to  cut  up  some  of  that  wood  in  the  yard  for  a  meal. 

Lady:     Go  ahead,  help  yourself  to  it.     I  hope  it's 
good. 

— Ghost 


"About  that  dozen  oranges  I  ordered  yesterday." 
said  the  Peebles  housewife,  "you  sent  eleven  by  mis- 
take." 

"Ah,  Mrs.  McEwen,"  explained  the  grocer,  "I 
took  the  liberty  of  throwing  away  the  bad  one  for  ye." 

—  Wasp 


Prof.  Wise:     Your  dancing  is  like  a  warm  summer 
wind  in  December. 

Miss  Greene:     You  Matter  me;  but  please  tell  me 
why. 

Prof.  Wise:    So  untimely,  m'dear. 

— Bison 


Two 
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Sweet  Courage 

He:  We're  coming  to  a  tunnel.    Are  you  afraid? 
She:  Not  if  you  take  that  cigar  out  of  your  mouth. 

— Wet  Hen 


Greta  Says:     When  better  girls  are  made,  no  one 
will  be  interested  in  them. 

— Chanticleer 


"  Why  haven't  you  had  any  dates  lately?" 
"The  doctor  told  me  I   was  color-blind,  and   I've 
been  afraid  that  I  would  make  a  mistake." 

— Chaparral 


Another  good  old  axiom  was  rent  asunder  when  Joe 
Collich  exclaimed,  "The  less  girls  wear  the  warmer 
they  are." 

— Ghost 


Stucle:     Could  you  help  me  with  this  problem1 
Prof.:     I  could,  but  I  don't  think  it  would  be  just 
right. 

Stude:     Well,  take  a  shot  at  it,  anyway. 

— Flamingo 


'Care  if  I  smoke7" 

'  Hell  no,  I  don't  care  if  you  burn  up ! 


-Siren 


That 

North  westernlBlanket 

That  "  Connie  "  Has    -    - 

—  It's  a  stunning  blanket  of  old 
Northwestern's  Purple  and 
White 

—  See  how  it  flaunts  the  name 
"  Northwestern  " 

—  Imagine  how  well  it  looks  at 
the  game  or  in  the  dorm. 

— It's  full  size,  part  wool  and 
sh-h-h--  only  five  dollars  — 
really! 

Rosenberg's 

Davis  Street  —  Downtown  Evanston 


ROYAL  TIGER 

SALE  ON 

IN  FULL 
SWING 

SUIT  or 
OVERCOAT 

Made  to  Your  Measure 


Correctness  in  style 
and  fit,  excellence  of 
fabric  and  workman- 
ship are  noteworthy 
features  of  Royal 
tailored  -  to  -  measure 
clothes 

AT  WHOLESALE  BRANCH  STORE 

1641    ORRINGTON   AVE. 

LIBRARY  PLAZA  BLDG. 

Open  Tuesday,  Thursday 
and  Saturday  evenings 


The  Royal  Tailors 

IN  IO.OOO  CITIES 


Three 


XJOBTHWEno 


ffirarfatra 

!       Authentic  Styled  f*7 1 
l^ollege  ClothesT 


New  in  Pattern  and  Model, 

Designed  According 

to  the  Requirements 

of  College  Men 


"  I'm  Learbury,  The  Big  Shot 
of  the  Campus" 


m  mm 


Henry  CLytton  g  Sons 


Tinkers  Tonsils 

The  surgeon  was  inspecting  an  irritated  throat, 
and  advisingly  remarked:  "Sir.  you  appear  to  be 
suffering  from  clergyman's  throat." 

"The  hell  you  say." 

"Oh — pardon,  I  shall  make  a  further  investigation." 

—Froth 

Mildred:  Do  you  want  to  see  where  I  was  vac- 
cinated1 

Wise  Guy  (all  excited) :  If  you  don't  mind  showing 
me. 

Mildred:  Right  over  there  in  that  house  with  the 
doctor's  sign  on  it.  — Stone  Mill 

"  I  say,  Cabbie,  what  is  the  best  thing  to  give  a  girl 
for  Christmas1" 

"The  air,  old  fellow,  the  air."  — Juggler 

Female,  '31:  You  should  change  your  dancing  a 
little. 

Male,  '31:   Yeah1    Why1 

Female,  '31:  That  might  help  you  to  occasionally 
step  on  my  left  foot.  — Froth 

Cop:   Two  hands  there,  son. 

Son:    But  how  in  hell  will  I  steer  the  car1 

— Stone  Mill 

Stenographer  (over  the  telephone) :  I  won't  be  able 
to  come  to  work  today,  Professor.  1  have  chapped 
lips.  — \  oo  Doo 


Evanston  Shop 


Day   and  Night  Parking 

Special  Rates  by  the  Month 
Lubricating   and    Repair    Service 


Supplies 
Accessories 


Tires 
Equipment 


m  @AKM 

350  CAR 
STORAGE  CAPACITY 

Centrally  Located  Fire-Proof 

1725  SHERMAN  AVE. 

Opposite  Varsity  Theatre 
Tel.    GREENLEAF  4850-4851 


Four 
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Anachronistic 

Romance  speaks  in  whispers  low 
Underneath  the  mistletoe. 
Shyness  pouts  and  runs  away 
Neath  its  shadows,  so  they  say. 

Generations  long  ago 
Underneath  the  mistletoe, 
Princesses  and  lusty  knights 
Shyly  tasted  love's  delights. 

Romance  lives  and  breathes,  I  know, 
Underneath  the  mistletoe. 
But  with  us  moderns  can  it  he 
Really  a  necessity? 

— J  ack-O' -Lantern 

The  Girl :   You  remind  me  of  Venus  de  Milo. 
The  Boy:   But  I  have  arms. 
The  Girl :  Oh,  have  you  ? 

— Old  Maid 

Q.    How  come  your  dress  is  torn  like  that1 

A.     Oh,    I  just  went  out  with  that  dam'  fool  who 

thinks  the  only  place  to  hold  the   World's   Fair   is 

around  the  waist. 

— Sniper 


Do  EUROPE 


All 
Expenses! 


Wise:    Who  wrote  the  famous  lines, 
we  give  our  shining  blades"? 
Krack:   Sounds  like  Gillette. 


To  Greece 


-Drexerd 


Truly  a  Congenial  Eating  Place 


HEWS 

616  Church  St. 

OPEN  8  A.  M  to  12  MIDNIGHT 


Entering  Upon 
Our  5th  Year 

With  an  established  reputation  in 
Evanston  and  on  the  North  Shore. 
Modern  in  all  that  makes  for  appe- 
tizing environment — old  fashioned 
in  its  hearty  welcome  and  skillfully 
prepared  foods.  Always  in  the  hands 
of  one  management  to  whom  pride 
of  achievement  means  a  great  deal. 

AND  NOW  OPEN 
TILL  MIDNIGHT 

We  Serve  the  Famous  "Wapsie  Valley" 
Chicken  Dinners 


College  Humor's 

Collegiate  Tour 
EUROPE 


To 


SEE 

Montreal 

Quebec 

Liverpool 
Stratford-on-Avon 
Warwick 
Kenil  worth 
Thames  Valley 
Eton 

Windsor 
London 

Dover 

Ostend 
Bruges 

Brussels 

Normandy 

Cherbourg 

$375  Pays 

All  Necessary 

Ocean  Passage 
Sight-seeing 
Good  Hotels 
Usual  Meals 

All  tips  abroad 


Sailing  eastward  from  Montreal  June  22, 
1928,  a  happy  group  of  college  men  and 
women  will  set  out  to  "do"  Europe  in  a 
campus-like  atmosphere  of  informal 
good-fellowship,  under  the  auspices  of 
"College  Humor"  Magazine. 

Down  the  mighty  St.  Lawrence  we'll  go,  and 
across  the  Atlantic — with  a  college  dance  band  on 
board  to  furnish  music.  ThereTl  be  deck  sports  and 
bridge  tournaments  and  masquerades  to  make  the 
ocean  voyage  a  memorable  "house  party  at  sea." 

Then  Europe!  We'll  see  it  under  the  guidance  of 
the  Art  Crafts  Guild  Travel  Bureau,  originators  of 
the  justly  famed  Collegiate  Tours.  They  will  make  all 
reservations,  handle  all  details,  furnish  experienced 
couriers  and  guides.  We  just  go  along  and  enjoy 
ourselves!  We  sail  homeward  July  14  from  Cher- 
bourg on  the  famous  Canadian  Pacific  steamship 
"Empress  of  Australia,"  arriving  at  Quebec  July  21. 

Membership  in  the  tour  is  necessarily  limited.  If 
you  are  interested,  mail  the  coupon  below  for  full 
information.  Tour  Europe  next  summer  with  a  "cam- 
pus crowd"  under  the  auspices  of  "College  Humor." 

MAIL  THIS  COUPON  FOR  FULL  DETAILS 


COLLEGE  HUMOR,  1050  North  La  Salle  Street. 

Chicago,  Illinois 
Please  send  me  complete  information  regarding  College 
Humor's  Collegiate  Tour  to  Europe. 


Name  . 


BEAUTY  PARLORS:  Page 

Bauer's  Hair  Shop 36 

Evelyn  Esther  Beauty  Shoppe 34 

Georgette's  Hair  Shoppe 7 

CAFETERIAS: 

Library  Plaza  Cafeteria 32 

Women's  Exchange  Cafeteria 6 

CHURCH: 

St.  Luke's  Parish 6 

DEPARTMENT  STORE: 

Rosenberg's 3 

FLORIST: 

London's  Flower  Shop 36 

FOUNTAIN  PEN: 

Parker  Pen Inside  Front  Cover 

GARAGE: 

Service  Garage 4 

HOTEL: 

North  Shore  Hotel         37 

JEWELER: 

Lee  Nelson 32 

LETTER  SERVICE: 

Evanston  Letter  Service 7 


MEN'S  FURNISHINGS:  Page 

Charter  House 34 

E.  S.  Ehmen 37 

Learbury  College  Clothes 4 

Samuel  L.  Pais 2 

Rexford  &  Kelder 1 

Royal  Tailors 3 

OPTICIANS: 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 2 

PUBLICATION: 

College  Humor 5 

STATIONERY: 

Chandler's,  Inc 37 

TOBACCO: 

Camel  Cigarettes 31 

Lucky  Strike  Cigarettes Back  Cover 

Old  Gold  Cigarettes 33 

Prince  Albert 8  &  35 

TEA  ROOMS: 

Hew's  Waffle  Shop ...  5 

Polly  Tea  Room 36 

TRAVEL: 

French  Line 7 

Holland  America  Line 32 

University  Travel  Assoc 34 


Women's  lExrijangr 

CAFETERIA 

ESTABLISHED  1905 

1627  Chicago  Avenue 

BREAKFAST  6:45  to  8:30 
LUNCH  11:15  to  1:30 

DINNER  5:15  to  7:30 

NOT  OPEN  SUNDAYS 


SAINT  LUKE'S  PARISH 

HINMAN  AVENUE  AND  LEE  STREET 

George  Craig  Stewart,  D.  D.,  L.  H.  D. 

Daily  7:30  A.M. 
Sundays  7:30-8:15-11-4:30 

The  Abbey  Church  of  Evanston 

ALL  SITTINGS  FREE 
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Reason  Enough 

Why  is  it  some  college  boys  don't  drive  automobiles n 
You  have  to  raise  your  right  arm  to  take  oath  when 

getting  your  license  and  they  fear  the  over-exertion 

will  be  fatal. 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay 


Doc :     How  do  you  sleep " 
Frosh:     Alone,  sir. 


-Humbug. 


Frances:     You  say  you'd  go  through  fire  for  me1 
Francis:     Gladly,  precious. 

Frances:     Well,  try  it — you  aren't  any  too  hot  at 
present. 

— Old  Maid 

Eyes  are  the  index  to  the  mind. 

Say  sages  with  delight, 
But  truly,  I  am  sure  they  err, 

For  my  girl's  eyes  are  bright. 

— Juggler 

Buoy:     You  either  give  me  a  kiss,  or  I'll  take  one. 
Goil:     This  is  no  charitable  institution,  you — you 
thief. 

— Punch  Bowl 

Al:     Do  you  know   what   Paul  Revere  said  after 
finishing  his  great  ride? 


Agnes:     No,  what? 
Al:     Whoa! 


— Froth 
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Permanent  Waving 
Water  Waving 
Marcelling 
Manicuring 


Hair  Cutting 

Finger  Waving 

Shampooing 

Scalp  Treatment 


GeorQ  ette  's 

HAIR   SHOPPE 


1729  SHERMAN  AVE. 


UNIversity  1476 


FOR  SEVEN  YEARS  WE  HAVE  BEEN 

Typing,  Multigraphing,  Mimeographing 
Addressing,  Folding,  Etc. 


Faculty,  Students,  and  Business  Houses 
of  Evanston  and  the  North  Shore 

Take  advantage  of  our  splendid  equipment  and 
years  of  experience  when  needing  work  of  this 
kind.   We  give  you  the  fastest  service  possible. 

EVANSTON  LETTER  SERVICE 

HARRIET  E.  RICHARDSON 

620  Davis  Street  (above  DuBreuil's)  Univ.  6145 

Public  Stenographer  Notary  Public 


Who's  Got  $197? 

It'll  take  you  to  Europe  and  back! 

YOU'RE  spending  a  lot  on  your  educa- 
tion. But  it's  all  out  of  books  .  .  .Yet  you 
know  you  can  get  as  much  from  three  months' 
seeing  things  as  you  can  from  three  years' 
reading  . .  .  The  Temple  of  Diana  at  Nimes 
— ancient  history  in  large  doses,  without  pain 
.  .  .  The  Chateau  Country,  Bris  itself,  the 
Cathedrals — the  Middle  Ages  come  alive, 
never  to  die  again.  You  get  a  short  course  in 
architecture  and  decoration,  too — and  it  sticks. 

To  Deauville,  Biarritz,  Cannes— you  can 
read  Vogue  without  getting  a  superiority  com- 
plex about  mother  and  her  crowd.  Every- 
where you  brush  up  your  French,  pick  up  gifts 
— and  it's  all  charged  up  to  education!  .  .  .  The 
French  Line  makes  this  possible  with  their 
$197  round  trip,  their  newly-arranged  tourist 
third  class,  where  the  pleasures  of  Paris  afloat 
get  you  ready  for  those  on  shore. 

<3mwh  J&r\e 


Our  illustrated  booklets  are  a  trip  in  themselves 


Seven 
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YOU  can  take  the  long,  circuitous 
route  and  come  to  P.  A.  by  de- 
grees, as  you  eventually  will,  or 
you  can  cut  corners  and  start  right 
with  The  National  Joy  Smoke. 
Open  a  tidy  red  tin  of  Prince 
Albert,  drink  in  that  rich,  rare 
aroma,  and  you  will  decide  on  the 
quick  route. 

Your  first  taste  of  P.  A.  in  a 
pipe  will  clinch  the  decision.  What 
a  smoke,  honestly!  Cool  as  a  con- 
ference in  the  Dean's  office.  Sweet 
as  getting  back  on  unlimited  cuts. 
Mild  as  tea,  but  with  that  tobacco- 
body  that  satisfies  your  most 


deep-rooted  smoke-hankering. 
No  matter  how  fast  you  feed  it, 
P.  A.  never  bites  your  tongue 
or  parches  your  throat.  Just  cool 
contentment  and  solid  satisfaction 
with  this  long-ourning  favor- 
ite of  experienced  jimmy -pipers. 
Ream  out  the  old  pipe  and  give 
it  a  brand-new  deal  with  good 
old  P.  A. — today. 


is  sold  every- 
t  tidy  red  tins, 
nd  half-pound 


P.    A. 

where  i 
pound 


pound  crystal-glass 
humidors  with  sponge- 
moistener  top.  And 
always  with  every  bit 
of  bite  and  parch  re- 
moved by  the  Prince 
Albert  process. 


PRINCE  ALBERT 

—  the   national   joy   smoke! 
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The 

Purple 
Parrot 

presents 

The 

Wanderlust 

Number 

FEBRUARY,  1928 
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"Now  when  /  was 
abroad     ..." 


She:     The  last  time  i  drowned  at  Deauyille  a  bishop  saved  me. 

He:      Ah,  the  blood  of  the  martyrs! 

She:    Martyrs,  hell — the  sap  baptized  me! 


Volume  VIII 


FEBRUARY  1928 


Number  5 


Psalm  CLI 

A  prayer  on  his  lips  and  a  psalm  in  his  heart, 

A  pastor's  young  hopeful  made  entrance  to  college — 
Both  tenderly  nurtured  and  coached  in  the  art 

Of  guiding  the  footsteps  by  Sunday  School  knowledge. 
A  horror  he  had  of  divine  profanation 
Of  women,  of  song,  and  of  sweet  bibulation: 

In  short,  he  was  ripe  as  a  lamb  for  the  slaughter 

To  lapse  in  the  arms  of  that  dame,  Alma  Mater. 
A  Satan  in  Satin  looked  on  him  and  smiled, 

And  bid  him  to  "stop  at  the  house"  just  for  dinner; 
They  fastened  a  pin  on  this  saint  thus  beguiled 

Henceforward  to  walk  in  the  way  of  the  sinner, 
Though  little  he  dreamed  that  a  brotherly  pledge 
Had  driven  him  nigh  to  the  perilous  edge 

Of  all  that  his  father  had  bade  him  to  shun. 

But  fears  to  the  fearful ! — The  deed  had  been  done. 
He  fell  'neath  the  sway  of  a  cynical  prof 

Who  made  it  his  heathenish  practice  and  rule 
To  doubt  all  above  and  below  and  to  scoff 

At  belief,  in  the  guise  of  a  sapient  fool; 
Proclaiming  a  creed  so  Behavioristic 
As  rendered  e'en  Baptists  a  bit  pessimistic 

Concerning  the  soul  and  eternal  salvation 

And  whether  it  took  but  six  days  for  creation 
There  wanted  one  factor  alone  to  complete 

This  decadent  saint's  ignominious  ruin. 
Superfluous  words  it  were  well  to  delete — 

He  tripped  on  a  trap  and  the  bait  was  a  woman. 
How  swift  was  the  rate  of  his  disintegration 
On  guessing  the  wherefore  of  co-education; 

Yet  swifter  the  change  in  his  former  opinion 

Concerning  the  limit  of  female  dominion. 
They  slipped  him  a  sheepskin  and  sent  him  away 

With  credits  some  hundred  and  nineteen  or  twenty, 
While  somewhere  enroute  there  was  lost  in  the  fray 

His  former  abhorrence  of  spirit  frumenti. 
He  wised  up  his  dad  that  a  view  fatalistic 
Was  all  he  could  take  of  a  world  mechanistic; 

The  pater  wrote  back  that  he'd  better  be  wary, 

And  lo,  he  was  shipped  to  a  Bib  Seminary. 

Kultur 

Liberal  Arts:     Ah  me  and  alas, — "Our  flowers  are 
merely — flowers". . 

Commerce:     Sure,    whoddy    'tink    dey    wuz,    ceb- 
bidges?    C'mon,  let's  bunch  em  up,  four  bits  a  trow. 


A  Moment  With  Intelligentsia 

The  prim  professor  idly  lays  clown  the  dry  book  he 
has  been  reading  and  chances  to  pick  up  the  latest 
number  of  the  college  comic  which  chances  to  lie  by 
his  elbow  where  he  had  chanced  to  put  it. 

He  reads  three  words  and  his  collar  wilts;  four 
jokes,  and  his  cheeks  are  coy  crimson:  he  brushes 
hurriedly  through  some  verse,  and  the  last  line 
vaporizes  his  spectacles.  On,  on!  With  the  scanning 
of  a  short  sketch  his  clothes  catch  fire  and  fall  in 
smoking  shreds  about  him. 

Never  had  a  more  mortified  or  compromised  man 
existed.  "Here  I  pick  up  our  college  humor  magazine 
to  read  what  I  supposed  would  be  like  the  Good  Clean 
Fun  in  the  back  of  my  college  annual — and  what  do 
I  find?  The  lowest  dregs  of  lowbrow  wit,  words  such 
as  I  would  not  repeat  even  to  myself  (let's  see,  now, 
how  did  that  one  phrase  go? — have  to  remember  it) — 
Oh!  the  horror  of  it,  the  low  level  of  the  Younger 
Generation!  Those  in  authority  shall  hear  from  me 
about  this!" 

Considerably  cooled  down,  he  takes  a  last  lingering 
look  at  the  magazine,  stows  it  carefully  in  his  drawer; 
then  does  the  prim  professor  again  take  up  his  dry 
book;  he  reads  through  a  few  of  the  more  ethereal 
passages.  A  broad  appreciative  smile  illumines  his 
phyz.  "Here  is  Art!"  he  chortles,  and  thwacks  his 
thigh  in  high  glee. 

And  the  book?  Ovid's  Metamorphoses.  And  the 
ethereal  passages'?   Oh,  you  know  those  Romans.  .  .  . 


WORLD  CONSTITUTIONS 

The  Swedish  constitution  is  written  in  Russian  so  the 
Norwegians  won't  be  able  to  read  it. 

Students  of  English  government  are  having  a  terrible 
time  trying  to  read  England's  unwritten  constitu- 
tion. 

Professor  Munro  tells  us  that  a  few  years  ago  when  a 
person  asked  for  a  copy  of  the  French  constitution 
he  was  referred  to  the  periodical  counter. 

Has  United  States  a  constitution1  Of  course  it  has. 
Haven't  you  ever  heard  of  Old  Ironsides1 

But  of  all  constitutions  the  German  is  the  mightiest 
— it  can  stand  more  beer  than  all  the  other  consti- 
tutions put  together. 

R.  R. 
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I  must  admit  that  now  and  then 

I  get  fed  up  on  college  men. 

I'd  like  to  meet  an  ardent  Don 

When  I  have  my  mantilla  on; 

He  wouldn't  take  me  to  Du  Breuil's, 

We'd  have  tamales  with  our  meals. 

A  Viking  bold  would  suit  my  taste 

And  measure  me  around  the  waist ; 

He'd  clap  me  in  an  open  boat 

And  if  we  didn't  sink,  we'd  float. 

Or  when  the  palms  were  whispering 

I'd  like  a  Polynesian  king 

(Tis  well  known  how  Hawaiian  breezes 

Play  havoc  with  one's  seaweedieses) 

To  sock  me  with  a  cocoanut 

And  drag  me  to  his  leafy  hut. 

(Gawd!  here  it's  nearly  ten  to  eight 
And  no  one's  'phoned  me  for  a  date!) 

Crust 

Prof:  Joughnes,  what  does  the  suffix  "ous"  mean? 
Jeaunes:  Full  of. 
Proph:    Good.     Give  an  example. 
Djownes:     The    man    went    into    the    restaurant 
hungry  and  came  out  pious. 

Rates  to  Europe  $250  and  up  (sa  daisy). 


Chanson  au  Printemps 

It  was  spring.  Surging  through  my  veins,  arteries, 
left  ventricle,  right  auricle  and  so  on  down  through  the 
pulmonary  valve,  I  felt  the  primeval  call  of  the  wild. 
But  where  to  go?     I  deliberated. 

"Aha,"  I  said  with  a  twinkle  in  my  eye,  "the  very 
thing.     I  shall  repair  there  at  once." 

"What  will  you  repair  there  at  once1"  I  asked  my- 
self, sternly. 

"Well,  perhaps  I  shall  mend  my  ways,  or  fix  my 
eyes  on  someone,  or  renew  an  old  acquaintance  or  — " 

"Have  done!"  I  cried. 

So  I  did,  and  all  the  way  there,  I  comforted  myself, 
so  that  I  soon  stopped  crying.  I  stopped  and  walked 
up  to  a  desk  at  length  (nonsense,  Pithicantulus,  I  was 
not  lying  down). 

"  Is  this  the  Travelling  Bureau?"  I  asked. 

"No  sir,  it  stays  right  here  all  the  time,"  said  the 
man,  skillfully  ejecting  his  quid  into  the  cash  drawer. 

"  I  mean,"  I  said,  "I  want  to  find  something  out." 

"Well,"  he  replied  dubiously,  "the  regular  clerk's 
out.     Will  he  do1" 

"No,"  I  said,  "you  see  I  feel  the  call  of  nature.  I 
want  to  — " 

"Oh,"  he  interrupted  me  knowingly,  "it's  that 
second  door  there,  behind  the  screen." 

"No,"  I  insisted.  "I  want  to  travel — to  see  the 
great  open  spaces." 

He  muttered  something  about  Glasgow  on  a  tag 
day,  but  I  did  not  quite  catch  it. 

"See  here,"  I  said.  "What  I  mean  is,  I  should  like 
to  become  a  knight  of  the  open  road." 

"No  you  wouldn't,"  said  he.  "Not  after  a  day  of 
the  Detour."  It  was  too  bad  the  inkwell  broke  the 
window  behind  him. 

"Now,  see  here,"  he  says,  "I'll  tell  you  what  I  can 
do  for  you.     I  can  sell  you  a  railroad  ticket." 

"Do  you  want  to  bet  on  that1 "  I  said,  reaching 
into  my  pocket.    He  did  not  wiggle  an  ear. 

"Now  here,"  he  continued,  "is  a  pretty  brown  one. 
It  will  just  match  your  tie." 

"But  where  is  it  to1"  I  objected. 

"  It  isn't  two  any  place,"  he  explained  indignantly. 
"It's  one  on  both  sides." 

"  I  mean,  what  does  it  say  on  it1" 

"This  one  says,  'single  berth',"  he  informed  me. 
"Do  you  think  you  could  get  along  on  a  single  berth?" 

"Sir,"  I  replied  with  dignity,  "being  born  is  one 
thing  I  should  never  like  to  make  a  habit  of.' 

"No,"  he  said.  "This  is  a  Pullman.  Riding  in  a 
Pullman's  good  for  you." 

(Continued  on  page  thirty-four) 
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Travailogues 

By 

The  Duke  of  Enniskillen,  Esq.  (E's  Queer) 

Blithely  we  fare  forth  from  that  port  of  missing  men 
and  watches,  Sacramento  and  Milwaukee  Aves. 
Sacramento,  according  to  our  Castilian  soap  inter- 
preter, means  "sacred  remains.'  One  look  at  the  re- 
mains there  convinced  us  they  should  be  sacred. 

We  are  faring  forth  into  new  lands,  but  the  fare 
grows  rougher  and  rougher.  The  barometer  is  at  a  low 
mean — low  brows  and  mean  looks.  One  of  the  sailors 
in  the  crows'  nest,  atop  the  trolley  pole,  cited  land 
today,  but  his  price  for  rear  foot  was  too  high. 

Under  North  Ave.  lights  we  were  hailed  by  a  tramp 
steaming  along  with  a  hold  full  of  contraband.  Their 
skipper  wanted  to  drydock  for  the  night  but  the  con- 
dition of  his  vessel  wouldn't  permit:  it  was  too  heavy 
abeam.  We  cleared  away  as  the  tramp  began  to 
discharge  cargo. 

Another  day  finds  us  at  Division,  where  all  times 
change — hands.  This  is  also  known  as  the  Inter- 
national Date  line,  due  to  the  stag  and  doe  lines. 
The  Italian  fruit  merchants  also  assist.  At  a  few  bells 
our  good  ship  nosed  into  a  bottled  harbor  that  led  to 
Port  Wine.  Our  early  emergence  was  frustrated  by 
the  arrival  of  the  night  patrol,  who  demanded  that  we 
pay  the  port-keeper's  "fixing''  fee.  Objection  on  the 
grounds  of  "stranger  tourists"  was  overruled  by  a 
terse,  "  Ignorance  of  the  law  is  no  excuse."  And  they 
handed  us  a  summons  that  read,  "Better  Booze  at 
723  West  Madison  street.  Ask  for  police  captain  at 
the  desk." 

With  these  new  sailing  orders  we  resumed  our  Dish- 
washer's tour.  Next  our  vision  crosses  Oak  street. 
One  wonders  what  sort  of  an  acorn  could  ever  have 
produced  this1  But  now  the  sea  breezes  bring  us  the 
tangy  scent  of  salt — pork.  Can  this  be  Poland?  No, 
it  is  the  Northwest  Business  Men's  Association! 

Tempus  fidget  or  something.  We  must  be  on.  We 
are  on.  On  to  the  on.  The  ship's  propeller,  or  cream- 
ery, churns  the  waters  of  the  Great  Lakes.  First  it  is 
Superior,  then  Huron,  Erie,  and  wet  old  Ontario — 
streets.  Did  we  say  wet1  Just  the  usual  April 
shower  before  May  flowers. 

Now  Grand  ave.  Like  the  Grand  Canal  of  Venice, 
it  is  all  Italian.  An  ominous  cloud  looms  ahead,  black, 
brooding.  Ever  nearer  it  hovers,  writhing,  ready  to 
strike.  Men  rush  hither  and  thither  to  make  the  ship 
ship-shape  for  the  storm.    At  last  it  is  upon  us. 

Only  Lake  street — and  Aunt  Jemima. 

Night  has  settled  with  the  morning  coffee  grounds. 
Here  is  naught  but  vast,  awesome  silence.     The  pilot 


Vestoff:     I    hear   Samovarski's    in   the   jug   again; 
what  did  he  do  this  time1 

Alloff :   Caught  copping  milk  off  the  Steppes. 

Ambition 

II  anyone  should  ask  me 

Why  I  carry  books, 
And  go  about  the  campus 

With  sad  and  haunted  looks, 
I'd  tell  them  in  a  minute. 

And  I'd  tell  them  with  no  shame. 

Mine  is  no  idle  interest; 

I  have  a  vivid  aim. 
I'll  learn  the  ways  of  business, 

Though  it  bear  me  near  and  far, 
For  maybe  with  the  proceeds 

I  can  buy  a  bright  red  car. 


F.  H. 


"You  are  the  pearl 
"Quit,  stringing  me! 


holds  us  true  to  our  course:  like  Dean  Pooley  in  that 
respect.  At  last  the  command  is  given,  "Head  her 
full  to  the  east!"  And  as  we  turn  into  the  trough  of 
the  waves,  they  engulf  us. 

Down!  Down!  Down!  And  under  the  Chicago 
river  right  up  to  the  wharves  of  the  Loop  itself. 

Next  the  Employment  Association  of  Chicago;  and 
the  Dishwasher's  tour  has  ended. 

(The  Swedish  Dishwasher's  tour  will  be  conducted 
in  the  next  installment.  Get  your  tickets  early  and 
ride  through  the  Indian  Lands  at  scalper  rates.) 

W.  M. 
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WITH  a  song  of  the  open  road  on  his  lips,  Polly  doffs  his  collegiate  attire,  dons  a  pair  of  overshoes,  and 
leads  the  way  down  the  highroad  to  Vagabondia.  The  virus  of  Spring,  of  romance  and  unknown  places 
is  in  his  veins — but  he  is  provident  enough  to  allow  for  a  few  mudholes  by  the  way.  Yet  all  the  morasses  in 
Flanders  or  Evanston  would  rnot  deter  him  to-day  from  seeking  the  fair  fields  stretching  out  to  Nowhere  in 
Particular — stretching  away  from  the  strongholds  of  Collegiana. 

Let  all  born  Wandering  Willies  and  Peregrinating  Penelopes  follow  after  in  care-free  procession.  To  this 
band  of  errant  sons  of  Normandy  the  mere  hinting  at  knowledge  and  similar  impedimenta  is  taboo,  and  punish- 
able by  hamstringing.  For  when  Polly  and  his  cohorts  go  a-roving  by  the  light  of  the  moon,  let  Wanderlust 
be  the  watchword  and  Registrar  take  the  hindmost. 

Far  ahead  the  gay  minstrelsy  of  Blondel  and  the  lilt  of  the  rhyming  Vagabond  King  leave  tuneful  spoors 
lingering  in  the  air.    Avaunt,  ye  Vagabonds!  .   .   . 
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The  Heroes'  Loivly  Bed 

At  this  mournful  season  it  is  nothing  for  one  to  look  about  him  and  note  the  many  mute  and  empty  seats 
in  our  old  haunts.  I  mean  in  the  classrooms.  One  weeps  at  the  thought  of  how  many  of  his  brothers  and  sisters 
in  learning,  his  old  comrades  in  the  great  Battle  of  the  Blue  Books,  have  fallen  and  will  be  seen  no  more  except 
at  alumni  reunions,  where  they  will  be  thicker  than  the  survivors. 

Aye,  those  are  shuddersome  thoughts,  those  tales  of  how  our  comrades  downed  foolish  question  after  foolish 
question,  only  to  be  downed  themselves  by  something  that  was  in  those  innocent  looking  foot-notes  that  the 
professor  never  mentioned.  Some  died  valorously  assaulting  a  nest  of  French  verbs,  which  are  so  notoriously 
irregular  in  their  habits  that  they  seem  to  have  no  shame. 

The  horrific  accounts  which  are  only  now  drifting  back  from  the  Front  are  mostly  of  so  ghastly  a  nature 
that  one  quavers  at  their  mention.  Spare  the  details.  And  then  one's  own  self  is  never  safe  from  such  catas- 
trophes until  the  sheepskin  is  firmly  in  grasp  and  the  last  pious  word  of  the  Baccalaureate  sermon  died  away. 

So  we  may  only  mourn  the  fallen,  perhaps  raise  up  memorials  here  and  there  to  them.  All  hail  to  our 
vanquished  heroes!  But,  ah,  how  the  empty  seats,  the  mute  and  vacant  seats  in  the  classroom,  mock  our 
cheers.  Verily,  verily,  greater  love  hath  no  man  than  this,  that  he  give  up  his  A  (entirely  imaginary)  for  an  F 
(probably  deserved).  .  .  . 
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Wanted:  the  Lamp  of  Aladdin 

It  is  traditional,  upon  a  hint  at  travel,  to  conjure  up  old  tales  of  Magic  Carpets  vying  with  the  great- 
winged  Roc,  will-o'-the-wisp  Flying  Dutchmen  rounding  the  Cape,  and  all  such  myths  of  age-old  wanderlust. 
And  then,  the  manifold  associations  entwined  with  the  veteran  globe-trotter.  Dusky  houris  with  large  brown 
eyes,  languishing  in  the  quaint  bagnios  of  old  Port  Said.  .  .  the  opalescent  shimmer  of  the  Aurora  Borealis  seen 
against  the  blue  glitter  of  ice-mountains.  .  .  buried  treasure  and  Pieces  of  Eight  on  the  Spanish  Main  .  .  .  the 
pattering  olive  feet  of  Geisha  girls  whirling,  whirling,  to  the  wild  rhythm  of  Oriental  cacophonies  ...  all  the  nooks 
in  the  sequestered  pigeon-holes  of  the  globe. 

But, alas,  for  tradition  and  imagination.  The  Magic  Carpet  has  devolved  down  through  many  degradations, 
and,  lo — the  bespangled  collegiate  Ford;  if  any  Flying  Dutchmen  remain,  they  are  encased  in  straight-eights 
whose  nature  is  decidedly  not  of  the  phantom,  as  one  may  find  out  by  disputing  their  divine  right  of  way.  And 
it  may  be  that  the  slim  houris  of  the  burnt-umber  hair,  the  sloe-eyed  Geishas,  still  are  with  us — but  Polly  here- 
with avers  he  has  not  seen  any  of  them  in  great  numbers  lately.  Buried  treasure — the  Spanish  Main7  Our 
nearest  approximation  is  our  three  dollars  and  twenty-eight  cents  which  has  reposed  for  untold  months  in  the 
Evanston  Trust.    Requiescat  in  pace,  thou  denarii,  for  thou  shalt  be  neither  added  to  nor  withdrawn. 

And  so  it  is  that  the  glory  of  travel,  of  the  lust  to  wander,  has  died  quietly.  We  often  console  ourselves 
with  movie  reels  which  purport  to  picture  farflung  exploring;  upon  actually  seeing  such  presentations,  however, 
one  finds  all  the  adventure  cut  out  in  favor  of  the  portions  where  it  is  apparent  that  the  Negroids  of  Australia 
are  not  as  adept  at  the  Black  Bottom  as  are  co-eds. 

Nevertheless,  one  source  of  the  romantic  thrill  remains  eternally — Where1  Ah,  if  one  is  a  sensitive  soul, 
not  all  the  rare  deeds  of  a  thousand  Francis  Drakes  can  match  with  the  kick  forthcoming  from  ambling  down 
to  Davis  Street,  there  to  higgle  and  haggle  over  the  purchase  of  a  florid  scarf  .  .  .  which  usually  seems  to  match 
your  room-mate's  suit  more  aptly  than  your  own. 


On  the  Cover 

Hoping  that  our  vanity  will  be  pardoned  as  eminently  excusable,  we  call  attention,  without  need,  perhaps, 
to  the  cover  of  this  issue.  It  is  by  Wendell  Kling.  He  is  by  no  means  a  newcomer,  as  everyone  knows.  This 
artist's  center-spreads,  full-pages,  and  covers  have  been  for  three  semesters  the  talk  of  those  who  appreciate  a 
well-drawn  line.  Freshness  of  composition,  vigorous  contrasts,  and  clear-cut  outlines  have  distinguished  his 
pages. 

What  has  in  particular  astounded  us  concerning  his  output  is  the  manner  in  which  he  is  able  to  demonstrate 
his  mastery  of  the  modern  trends  in  black-and-white,  with  every  batch  of  work  he  turns  in.  He  has  done  the 
heavy  professional  illustration,  the  eccentric  cartoon,  the  woodcut,  fetching  paintings  in  wash,  and  many  other 
pictures  in  styles  for  which  we  know  no  apt  name.  Perhaps  his  best  quality  is  his  manner  of  leaving  out  many 
lines  a  less  trained  artist  would  include. 

At  first  the  severe  simplicity  of  the  two-color  treatment  of  the  design  may  offend  those  who  are  inured  to 
the  usual  florid  college  magazine  cover.  But  regard  it  again.  Wanderlust  was  his  theme;  he  has  depicted 
that  emotion  in  hard  living  curves,  in  abrupt  angles,  in  racy  angles,  in  spirited  facets  of  black  shadow  against 
vivid  whites  and  yellows.  There  is  revealed  by  the  lines  as  much  of  the  intrinsic  idea  of  Wanderlust,  of  its 
purely  mental  impact,  as  there  is  of  the  actual  physical  representation  of  a  flying  girl  with  a  veil  curving 
behind  her. 

We  hope  to  have  more  of  such  work,  and  we  hope  the  campus  likes  it. 
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E:    I  met  a  girl  in  the  West  Indies  last  summer. 
She:  Jamaica1 


A  DIRGE 

He  was  a  straight-A  student — 
was  Frederick.  Never  once  had 
he  graded  lower  than  A,  this  pride 
of  the  faculty.  He  had  run  the 
courses,  Math.,  Sciences,  Litera- 
ture, Languages,  all  with  perfect 
grades.     But  hist! 

One  cold,  winter  morning  they 
found  him  lying  dead  in  the  snow 
at  the  foot  of  U.  H.  steps.  They 
rushed  to  him,  and  clutched  in  his 
stiff  hand  they  found  a  blue  book. 
Hastily  they  opened  it.  It  was 
graded  B+.  Like  a  flash  they 
realized  the  cruel  situation.  He 
had  scored  low,  and  in  disgrace  had 
fallen  upon  his  own  fountain  pen. 
Every  clue  is  being  followed  to  de- 
tect the  professor  who  willfully 
caused  the  death  of  poor  Frederick. 


Porter:  Did  yo'  miss  dat  train, 
suh? 

Traveler:  No!  I  didn't  like  to  see 
it  around,  so  I  chased  it  out  of  the 
yard. 


mrG**. 


He  hails  from  tiny  Belgium, 

The  textile  coun-ter-ry. 

He  left  his  maw  and  paw  and  all 

Just  to  come  ter  me. 

His  pants  are  baggy  at  the  knees — 

He  is  a  country  lout. 

But  even  so  he's  all  ter  me 

For  he's  my  Brussels  sprout. 


Foreman — running  up  excitedly: 
Hey,  someone  dropped  a  hot 
rivet  down  my  neck.  There's  only 
two  of  you  birds  working  up  here; 
which  one  of  youse  did  it? 

Sam:  severely — Jeffohson,  did 
yo'  drop  a  hot  rivet  down  dis 
gen'man's  neck1 

Jefferson:  No,  suh:  yo'  know  ah 
didn't,  Sam. 

Sam:  Well,  glory  be'  Den  ah 
guess  ah  done  it  mahse't ! 


A  Tense  Situation 

"My  boy,  think  of  the  future." 
"I  can't;   it's  my  girl's  birthday 
and  I  must  think  of  the  present." 
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SEE  AMERICA  FIRST 


During  sermon  time,  a  baby  be- 
gan to  cry,  and  its  mother  carried 
it  toward  the  door. 

"Stop,"  said  the  minister,  "the 
baby  is  not  disturbing  me  at  all." 

The  mother  turned  toward  the 
pulpit  and  said,  "Well,  you're  dis- 
turbing him." 


The  Exception 

I  like  the  chill  of  winter  winds 
That  blow  from  off  the  lake. 
I  don't  mind  sleet  nor  ice  nor  snow, 
Nor  tumbles  that  I  take. 


I  like  cold  weather  all  around, 
When  all  is  done  and  said — 
If  only  when  the  frost  it  nigh 
My  nose  would  not  get  red! 

—B.  F.  H. 

Song  of  the  Wanderer  (collegiate) : 
Where  Shall  I  Go  When  I 
Flunk  Out  of  Here? 

Judge:  What  complaint  have 
you  to  make  against  your  wife? 

College  President:  Judge,  Sir, 
she  threw  the  contents  of  a  coffee 
pot  in  my  face. 

Judge:  Those  are  grounds  for 
divorce,  I'll  agree. 

"Shirts  that  laugh  at  the  laundry'' 
are  advertised  by  a  certain  firm. 
One  of  ours,  bought  elsewhere,  has 
such  a  keen  sense  of  humor  that  it 
arrived  home  the  other  day  with  its 
sides  split. 


Movies 

The  movie  shows  are  full  of  sin 

I  like  em. 

They  use  up  all  my  hard  earned  tin. 

I  like   em. 

They  hurt   my  eyes,   they  dull  my 

skin, 
They  make  me  fat,   they  make  me 

thin, 
The  worst  darn  place  I  can  be  in. 
I  like   em. 

Motto    of    the     Travel     Tours 
Bureau   (adv.):  To  err  is  human. 


Fish  in  the  ocean; 

Flour  in  the  bun; 
I've  the  seven  year  itch 

With  six  years  to  run. 

Travel,  it  seems,  has  become  the 
vogue  with  N.  U.  Collegians.  Im- 
mediately after  the  finals,  great 
numbers  traveled  to  various  parts 
of  the  country  and  will  not  be  back 
with  us  for  some  time,  it  is  reported 
by  the  registrar.  Travel  is  the  true 
education  after  all. 


Our  radio  is  of  the  railroad  type- 
it  whistles  at  every  station. 


"John,  clear,  how  do  you  sup- 
pose those  dozens  and  dozens  of 
empty  bottles  ever  got  into  our 
cellar?" 

"Why,  I  don't  know,  my  dear. 
I  never  bought  an  empty  bottle  in 
my  life." 


Little  bits  of  shining  gold, 
Little  snowy  pearls — 

And  a  little  tale  is  told, 
Ask  the  little  girls. 


"I  think  the  cuisine  of  this  ship 
is  at  the  apex." 

"Why  bring  that  up  here1" 


PARTING  AT  MORN 

Aye1  farewell,  clear,  'tis  best  we 
part, 

One  last  kiss  and  then  we  sever; 
I  should  be  a  bankrupt  soon. 

If  we  kept  this  up  forever! 


Professor  Gene  Salmon,  the 
champion  prize  fighter  of  the  world, 
was  instructing  his  class  in  the 
manly  art  of  correct  speaking. 

"Now,  boys,"  he  was  saying  in 
his  most  pleasing  and  polite  tones, 
"there  is  positively  too  much  slang 
being  used  on  the  campus.  \\  e 
must  extend  our  greatest  efforts  to 
stop  this  degrading  habit  before  it 
ruins  and  demoralizes  the  flower 
of  American  youth.  For  instance, 
you  must  not  talk  in  this  manner: 

"  '  Lissin  kid.  if  I  find  you  mes- 
sin'  around  this  lot  again,  I'll  slap 
your  nose  out  from  between  your 
eyes.  You're  one  of  them  guys 
which  have  to  be  learned,  and  I'll 
learn  yuh!  One  more  peep  outa 
you  and  you'll  go  down  like  an 
elevator!' 

"Instead,  boys;"  continued  Mr. 
Salmon,  "you  should  endeavor  to 
rebuke  a  person  in  this  fashion: 
'Sir;  I  must  request  that  you 
discontinue  to  annoy  me.  I  greatly 
dislike  you,  and  I  have  no  desire 
ever  to  see  you  again.  However, 
if  you  continue  to  irritate  me,  my 
manly  nature  will  assert  itself,  and 
I  shall  feel  required  to  subdue 
you!'  " 

Deus  ex  Machina 

A  pedestrian,  bumped  by  a  taxi- 
cab,  found  himself  lying  in  the  street 
directly  in  the  path  of  a  steam  roller. 
"That  reminds  me,"  he  cried,  "I  was 
to  bring  home  some  pancake  flour. 
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SYD    SPAVDE  — 


"Why  didn't  you  go  to  hear  Von  Suppe's  'Light 
Cavalry'  last  night  ?" 

"They  charged  too  much." 

HOT-HOUSE  LOVE 

How  oft  have  I  in  pensive  mood  beheld 

The  lover  of  my  dreams.     He  rode  upon 

A  charger  white  to  where  I  dwelled, 

A  castle  high  upon  the  banks  of  Xon. 

My  heart  beat  rhythm  to  the  notes  he  played, 

And  sweeter  still,  his  rustling  words  of  love. 

Then,  pleased  to  hear  his  sib'lant  Serenade, 

I  tossed  a  rosebud  to  him  from  above. 

'Twas  but  a  dream!    Ah,  Mistress  Fate,  you're  cruel' 

How,  Adolph!    Do  you  think  to  fill  the  bill? 

You  and  your  steed  of  tin,  you  little  fool ! 

That  awful  serenade — can't  you  keep  still" 

Ah,  well!    Should  not  I  toss  a  flower  for  you"1 
All  right,  boy  friend,  and  eke,  the  flower-pot, too! 

E.  W. 


haw 


ha' 


!  hee,  hee,  hee. 

Haw,   haw,   haw — 

what  have  you  got 


1st  Professor:    Haw,  haw, 
hee,  ho,  ho.  ho,  hee,  haw! 

Wow — this  is  killing  me!  .   . 
hee,  hee,  ho' — 

2nd   Incumbent:    Stop,  man- 
there  that's  so  funny? 

1st  Prof:  Ha,  ha,  ha  .  .  .  haw,  haw,  hee!  .  .  . 
It's  our  latest  issue  of  the  humor  magazine  (hee,  hee, 
hee  .  .  .  haw,  haw,  hee'  .  .  .)  AND  YOU  CAN 
BET  I'M  CERTAINLY  GOING  TO  COMPLAIN 
TO  THE  BOARD  ABOUT  SOME  OF  THESE 
RISQUE  JOKES! 


Extracts  from  a  Tourist's  Diary 

June  21 :  Embarked  from  New  York.  I  never 
knew  that  I  loved  fish  so  well  before.  In  fact,  I  gave 
up  everything  I  had  to  them. 

July  I :  England — Saw  an  Englishman  laughing. 
The  guide  told  me  that  his  nurse  had  tickled  him 
under  the  chin  when  he  was  a  baby. 

July  3:  Scotland — Stumbled  on  a  second-hand 
golf  ball  and  broke  my  arm.  I  was  fined  twenty-five 
dollars  for  stepping  on  someone  else's  property. 

July  5 :  Ireland — I  tried  to  find  this  Pat  and  Mike 
I  had  heard  so  much  about.  Someone  told  me  that 
they  were  on  their  vacation. 

July  10:  Germany — I  smelled  something  dead  in 
this  place.  I  think  they  eat  it  with  rye  bread  and 
beer. 

July  13:  France — I  heard  there  was  a  Frenchman 
here,  but  I  couldn't  find  him.  for  there  were  so  many 
American  tourists  hanging  around. 

July  20:  Italy— There  are  30,000,000  Italians  and 
one  monkey  in  this  country;  and  there  are  30,000,000 
organ  grinders  and  Mussolini. 

July  30:  Saw  a  little  rocky  island  out  in  the  sea. 
It  looked  like  Arkansas,  but  I  don't  think  it  was. 

Aug.  3:  Spain — They  sure  make  a  big  noise  about 
killing  a  poor,  single  bull.  Chicago  kills  more  in  one 
day  than  they  do  in  a  year. 

Aug.  10:  Gibraltar — Why  don't  they  move  that 
big  stone  out  of  the  way  and  make  it  easier  for  the 
boats  ? 

Aug.  20:  \e\v  York — There  s  no  liquor  like  our 
own ! 

G.  B. 


Poop:  Who  are  those  poor  fellows  out  there 
breaking  their  backs  rowing? 

Deck:     I  dunno. 

Mysterious  Stranger:  Methinks,  maties,  they're 
inmates  of  the  Naval  Straining  Station. 


"So  you're  with  that  new  play  that  just  opened  up 
at  the  Orpheum1" 

"Yep — got  the  best  job  in  the  company  since  we 
lost  our  wardrobes." 

"Oh,  you  play  the  leading  part1" 

"Helno.     I  paint  tights  on  the  chorus  girls." 
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Annette  and  pipette 


SAW  an  American  woman  gazing  at  the  Eiffel  Tower 
yesterday.'' 
What  did  she  think  of  it  ?' ' 

"She  wanted  to  know  what  big  building  was  going  up." 

"Mignon!    And  to  think  that  Paris  is  about  to  destroy  it." 

"It  won't  be  the  first  thing  that  Paris  wrecked.  But  tell  me, 
why  are  they  going  to  tear  it  down1" 

"Engineers  say  that  the  tower  is  weakened  and  may  fall. 
Such  a  catastrophe  would  threaten  the  lives  of  thousands." 

"Ten  thousand  Americans  killed  in  the  rush  to  see  it  fall '" 

"These  Americans  are  peculiar  people.  A  woman  came  up 
to  me  yesterday  and  asked  where  she  could  find  the  Court  of 
Versailles." 

"What  did  she  want  at  the  Court  of  Versailles?" 

"A  divorce." 

"That's  nothing;  one  came  up  to  me  Monday  and  asked  for 
the  address  of  Louis  the  XVI." 

"And  what  did  she  want  with  Louis  the  XVI  ?" 

"She  wanted  to  buy  some  of  that  beautiful  furniture  he 
makes." 

"Do  you  see  that  statue  of  Napoleon  on  a  horse  over  there1" 

"Yes." 

"Well,  I  explained  to  a  professor  that  that  was  Napoleon." 

"Was  his  curiosity  satisfied?" 
No,  he  wanted  to  know  who  was  riding  him. " 

"That  professor  probably  never  even  heard  of  Napoleon's 
escape  from  Elba." 

"I  don't  see  how  he  couldn't  have  heard  of  that  flaxen 
haired  vixen!" 

Seeing  you  know  so  much  about  Napoleon, 
who  built  the  Arch  d'  Triump1" 

"Noah." 

"You're  all  wet!  Close  thy  umbrella;  the 
dove  approacheth  with  an  olive  tree." 

"My  umbrella  closeth  I  not;  for  thou  mis- 
taketh;  'tis  not  a  dove;  'tis  a  seagull." 

"Let's  not  talk  Hebrew  or  English;  lets 
speak  in  French." 

"Oo  la  la  la.  What  a  petit  feet  that  man 
have." 

"You  really  speak  French  wonderfully, 
dear.  And  that  little  English  brogue  is  so 
charming." 

"La  la  tido!  We  French  are  a  wonderful 
people." 

"Well,  I  must  be  leaving  now.  Goodbye, 
Pipette." 

"So long — adieu,  Annette." 

R.  R. 
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SO      YOU,RE      GOING      TO      HELL 

By  Francis  J.  Martin 

The  Fire  and  Brimstone  Travel  Bureau  is  offering  at  this  time  at  special  rates  to  college  students,  a 
materially  shortened  wanderjahr  through  Hell.  You  know  you're  on  your  way  there  at  any  rate,  so  why 
not  go  with  our  specially  conducted  tour?  Everyone  should  take  our  holiday  excursion  once  in  his  life; 
it  gives  one  a  head-start  in  getting  acquainted  with  one's  future  neighbors.  Eventually,  why  not  now? 
You  will  be  surprised  at  how  many  of  your  best  friends  have  preceded  you.  Make  your  reservations 
now;  our  services  are  in  greatest  demand  during  the  winter  when  the  mortality  rate  is  highest,  but 
business  never  slackens  enough  to  worry  us.  And  we  can  boast  of  a  hotter  climate  than  Florida  or  Cali- 
fornia ever  lied  about. 


BIGGER  and  Hotter  and  More  of  It,  is  our  motto. 
Virgil  and  Dante  and  the  rest  of  the  drafty- 
whiskered  patriarchs  who  used  to  monopolize  the 
student  trade  didn't  know  their  pitchforks.  Their 
tours  to  the  Tartarean  Regions  were  dry  fiascoes 
which  no  collegian  has  yet  been  able  to  understand, 
much  less  translate.  Theirs  were  the  dull  days  before 
Boosterism,  Men  of  Vision,  and  Ten  Million  Dollar 
Universities.  Hell's  a  hell  of  a  different  joint  now; 
we've  changed  the  old  dive  around  so  much  that  the 
oldest  customers  feel  out  of  place. 

By  efficient  subdividing,  the  seven  traditional 
rings  are  now  seventy  in  number,  all  flats  on  the  co-op 
plan  and  hot-water  heat  guaranteed  in  all  seasons; 
palatial  hostelries,  foremost  among  them  the  Hotel 
Brimstone,  rise  up  on  the  shores  of  the  seventy  fiery 
lakes.  Leave  your  pocket-lighters  at  home.  Charon 
does  his  ferryboat  act  in  a  superbly  appointed  oil- 
burner,  postcards  for  sale  in  the  seventh  cabin.  And 
the  formerly  fearsome  Cerberus  performs  his  devoirs 
as  the  excursion  mascot;  he  loves  to  be  petted  and 
adores  soft  soap,  since  his  earthly  existence  was  spent 
as  a  professor;  his  only  aversion  (need  we  mention  it?) 
is  athletes. 

Nor  are  we  content  with  one  miserable  stream 
trickling  through  the  grounds.  Besides  the  Styx  and 
Acheron,  we  have  imported  the  Chicago  River,  and 
our  customers  are  unanimous  in  calling  it  the  most 
stupefying  sight  of  all. 

What  with  all  these  improvements,  the  old  hangout 
of  mortal  men  and  glee-club  tenors  fell  in  need  of 
more  rulers.  Instead  of  balking  at  hiring  a  paltry 
two  or  three  Satanic  personages,  we  signed  up  the 
whole  mythological  carload  at  a  (reported)  price  of 
five  million  damned  souls,  not  counting  Hell-Tax. 
Among  the  more  prominent  you  will  find  Pluto,  three 
former  Deans,  Mephistopheles  (who  at  five  every 
afternoon  stages  the  ankle-pulling  act  with  Dr. 
Faustus,  Ph.D.,  Chicago),  Satan,  ten  assorted  English 
Professors  immured  in  steel  cages  as  a  guard  against 
violent  behavior,  the  Devil,  Beelzebub,  seven  Regis- 
trars, the  Foul  Fiend,  the  Old  Harry,  four  Prexies, 
the  Old  Nick  himself,  and  a  Professor  of  the  Science 
of  Education,  who  acts  as  a  general  understudy,  and 
very  capably,  too. 

Composing  the  horrific  band  of  attendant  imps  is  a 
pack  of  hand-picked  Phi  Betes,  all  demented,  who 
lost  their  wits  trying  to  find  out  what  hellish  good 
their  keys  are.  And  we  must  not  forget  the  Jester, 
a  lost  soul  who  used  to  teach  Psychology;  he  went 
mad  and  strangled  himself  with  his  nightgown  while 
grappling  with  his  inner  consciousness.  The  Phi- 
losophy department  had  offered  him  a  chair  and  sal- 
vation, but  he  spurned  them  as  not  being  scientific. 

Thus  in  every  way  imaginable  we  try  to  obviate  the 
unpleasantness  formerly  associated  with  Hell  (pro- 
nounced   Hades   orally    by    all    Methodists    in    good 


standing) ;  the  old  warning,  "Abandon  Hope  All  Ye 
Who  Enter  Here''  has  been  re-written  by  our  pub- 
licity men  to  "Tartarus-by-the-Sea;  Warm  All  Year 
Around  and  Turkish  Baths  a  Specialty."  Naturally 
travelers  would  be  a  bit  squeamish  at  witnessing  the 
tortures  of  the  Damned — might  never  return  as  per- 
manent residents  (free  rates) ;  for  their  sakes  we  have 
eliminated  such  Christian  activities,  leaving  all  the 
earnest  pitchfork  work  to  denominational  university 
Y.  M.  C.  A.'s  above.  Not  a  damned  soul  in  sight,  is 
our  watchword. 

In  keeping  with  our  saner  methods,  the  proverbial 
Limbo  and  Purgatory  we  have  combined  into  an 
entrance-examination  bureau,  where  our  prospective 
customers  are  waylaid  by  the  "psychology-test" 
demons.  That's  the  only  bit  of  dunderheadedness 
allowed  down  here.  Ask  Persephone.  She  flunked 
out  up  on  earth  and  now  spends  six  contented  months 
each  year  with  us  taking  courses  in  Hellshold  Eco- 
nomics. 

But  the  main  attraction  of  our  student  tour  remains 
yet  to  be  revealed.  You  will  all  remember  the  paltry 
fashion  in  which  Dante  featured  our  headliners, 
Tantalus,  Sisyphus,  and  the  rest.  It  was  painful, 
pitiful,  admitting  a  gross  lack  of  knowledge  of  the 
modern  brand  of  intelligent  showmanship.  Fortu- 
nately, we  have  entailed  the  services  of  Balaban  & 
Katz  (adv.) ;  they  are  putting  on  for  us  a  super- 
stupendous  super-super-superextravaganza  stage 
specialty-creation  entitled,  "The  Collegiate  Follies,  or 
Elysian  Idylls  with  Improvements,"  Erebus  and  Nox 
stage-managers.  Two  performances  daily  and  a 
smoking  lobby.  Elevators,  washrooms,  Grande 
Promenades  miles  long,  and  a  special  cave  for  the 
kiddies. 

Heading  the  super-super-super-bill  is  Tantalus  (we 
always  sign  up  these  channel  swimmers  first  for  our 
lucky  patrons)  with  his  fetching  bevy  of  co-ed  Bathing 
Beauties;  they  disport  themselves  before  your  very 
eyes  in  a  real  glass  tank.  The  intriguing  plot  is  that 
Tantalus  ducks  the  co-eds  with  one  hand  and  tanta- 
lizes them  by  dangling  a  carton  of  Camels  (adv.) 
above  their  heads  with  the  other,  while  the  Dean  of 
Women,  in  the  guise  of  a  mermaid,  peeks  reprovingly, 
yet  coyly,  from  behind  a  mossy  rock  conveniently 
situated.  This  is  a  sure-fire-and-brimstone  laugh-hit 
because  the  co-eds  always  grab  the  Camels  when  the 
mermaid  happens,  as  it  were,  not  to  be  looking. 

And  next  is  Sisyphus,  surnamed  Karl  Kahllitch,  for 
this  skit  only.  He  has  ceased  from  his  boulder  push- 
ing, and  appears  as  a  painfully  collegiate  Hardy 
Perennial;  twice  a  day,  at  7:30  and  9:30,  he  flunks 
his  Senior  exes  and  decides  to  hang  around  the  campus 
for  another  (the  eleventh)  year,  for  the  public  benefit. 
In  each  performance  a  malific  imp,  nee  Faculty  Advisor, 
tries  to  stab  the  Perennial  with  a  diploma,  but  each 

{Continued  on  page  thirty-six) 
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"Did  you  go  to  Paris  when  you 
were  in  France1" 

"Yah." 

"And  Metz?" 

"^lah,  yah,  I  mets  several — Oo 
la,  la'" 

COLLEGE 

Freshman,  greencap. 

Paddles, 

Pin. 

Co-eds,  "Great  Neck", 

Parties, 

Gin. 

Football,  baseball, 

Swimming, 

Track. 

Letters,  medals, 

Honors, 

Plaque. 

Packards,  Chryslers, 

Buicks, 

Fords. 

Chandler's,  Du  B's, 

Andrews, 

Lord's. 

Tuxes,  neckties, 

Borrow, 

Lend. 

Finals,  quaking, 

Sheepskin, 

End. 

B.  F.  H, 


Wanderlust 

Then : 
Marco  Polo 
Did  a  solo 

Flight  to  old  Cathay; 
Got  his  glory 
Wrote  his  story — 

Missed  out  on  the  pay. 
Now: 
Lucky  Lindy 
Took  the  windy 

Passage  to  Paree; 
Got  his  glory 
Wrote  (?)  his  story — 

Made  a  mint  on  "We". 


Betty:  Do  you  ever  have  any 
green  lipsticks1 

Clerk:  Green  lipsticks ? 

Betty:  Yes,  a  railroad  man  is 
going  to  call  on  me  tonight. 

Floonvork 

"My  razor  doesn't  cut  at   all." 
"Why,  Henry,   you  don't  mean 
to    tell    me    that    your    beard    is 
tougher  than  the  linoleum'" 


Some  football  each  day 
Put  brother  away. 

— Cicero  (111.) 


TO  AN  UNSUNG  REDHEAD 

There's  a  freshness  in  the  beauty 
Of  auburn-colored   hair 
Like  the  freshness  of  a  rainbow 
After  storm  or  dull  despair. 

Those  Titian-tinted  wavelets, 
Those  tresses  wild  and  free, 
Are  the  color  of  a  sunset 
That's  mirrored  in  the  sea. 

There's  a  fiery,  noble  spirit 
In  each  lightning  toss  of  head, 
And   there's   one   who    will    uphold 

this — 
How  about  it.  Red1 

E.   W. 

Boozer:  And  what  did  everyone 
do  when  the  boat  reached  the 
twelve  mile  limit  ? 

Also  Drinx:  About  that  time  we 
chose  up  sides  and  started  a 
checker  tournament. 

Note:  See  Aesop's  Fables. 


Herz :  When  I  was  in  Europe,  I 
saw  La  cour  de  marbre  a  Versailles. 

Himz:  Yes:  I  have  relation  liv- 
ing in  that  part  of  Russia. 

It  is  estimated  that  300,000 
Americans  will  go  abroad  this  year. 
Ten  thousand  of  these  will  travel 
and  290,000  will  work  on  cattle 
boats. 

BLUE  HEAVENS! 

Norway — "Blue  skies  above. .  ." 

Hawaii — ".  .  .  balmy  Hawaii 
with  its  blue  skies." 

France — ".  .  .  and  there  be- 
neath the  skies  of  blue  .  .  .  " 

Dear  God,  why  did  you  make 
America's  skies  orange? 

Prof  (meeting  frosh  on  campus) : 
Are  you  in  my  class  ? 

Frosh:  Say,  don't  git  fresh.  I 
don't  even  know  what  class  you're 


Helen:  What  are  you  knitting, 
Alice1 

Alice:  Something  to  cheer  up 
the  boys. 

Helen:  Why,  the  war  was  over 
long  ago! 

Alice:  This  is  a  bathing  suit  for 
me,  my  dear. 


Tiventv-three 


WHAT  EXPERIENCE  TEACHES 

Picture  a  Room  with  a  Whole  Lot  of  Human- 
Beings  sitting  on  one  side  of  it  and  a  professor  sitting 
on  the  Other  Side.  The  prof  has  just  been  Lecturing 
on  Truth.  He  has  just  said  that  the  Telling  of  an 
Untruth  gives  the  Teller  both  Physical  and  Mental 
Pain.  As  an  Illustration,  he  has  Confessed  to  the 
Class  about  the  One  Time  in  his  life  when  he.  in  a 
Moment  of  Weakness,  told  an  Untruth.  The  Illus- 
tration, in  brief,  was  that  one  day  while  he  was  as  yet 
an  Innocent  Youth,  he  had,  with  an  Unbridled  Spirit 
quite  Characteristic  of  him.  Stolen  and  Eaten  a 
Bunch  of  Apples  from  the  Family  Larder,  and  to  Top 
it  All,  he  had  Lied  to  his  Mother  about  the  Incident. 
His  falsehood  being  Discovered,  he  had  been  duly 
Punished  with  a  Razor-Strap. 

"And,  my  Friends,"  he  concluded,  "as  I  remember, 
it  was  not  the  Beating  that  Hurt  me  Most,  but 
Something  Far  Deeper,  Something  Far  Worse  than 
this  Exterior  Pain.  What  was  it  that  Hurt  me 
Most,  Class?" 

And  the  class,  in  chorus,  shouted  back:  "The 
Stomach  Ache!"  E.  W. 


Criminal  Waste 

"What's  that  little  animal  you  just  killed — a 
mouse?"  asked  the  city  visitor  of  the  farmer. 

"No,  that  was  a  mole,"  replied  the  farmer. 

"Great  Heavens!  And  my  wife  wanted  a  coat 
made  out  of  one  of  those  things!" 


"There  is  no  such  word  as  fale,"  wrote  Johnny  on 
the  blackboard. 

"Why  don't  you  correct  him?"  asked  the  visitor 
of  the  teacher. 

"His  statement  is  absolutely  correct  as  it  stands," 
was  the  calm  reply. 


(Sltt^ 


"Well,  chef,   what  are  you  going  to  do  on  your 
vacation1" 

"Guess  I'll  take  a  Cook's  Tour." 
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The  Qreat  Voyage 

Oliver  was  leaving  home  for  the  first  time  in  his  long 
life  of  nineteen  years.  Never  before  had  he  been  gone 
from  the  comfort  of  his  home  and  the  loving  company 
of  his  parents.  But  the  time  had  come  for  him  to  forge 
his  own  way  in  the  world  and  to  realize  the  cruel 
realities  of  life.    So  he  was  going. 

It  was  an  early  spring  morning  and  the  sun  was 
just  peeping  over  the  housetops  when  he  departed. 
His  mother  and  father  and  little  brother  and  sister 
accompanied  him  to  the  porch  steps. 

"Now,  Oliver,"  implored  his  mother  with  tears  in 
her  eyes,  "do  be  careful  in  all  that  you  do." 

"Yes,  Son,"  added  his  father  trying  hard  to  control 
a  shaking  voice,  "and  think  of  the  folks  at  home 
when  you  are  tempted." 

At  this  point  the  mother  broke  into  open  crying. 
The  little  brother  and  sister  clung  to  her  skirts  as  the 
father  and  son  tried  to  console  her. 

"Mother,  I'll  do  my  best  for  your  sake,"  Oliver 
pleaded. 

She  became  calm  again  and  kissed  her  son  goodbye 
with  the  braveness  that  only  a  mother  can  know. 
His  father  shook  his  hand  and  with  a  final  adieu, 
Oliver  started  down  the  walk. 

He  had  not  gone  far  when  his  mother  shouted, 
"Ollie!" 

Oliver  turned. 

"Now  don't  forget,"  she  continued  at  the  top  of  her 
voice,  "  I  want  a  large  loaf  of  bread  and  not  a  small 
one.  And  tell  the  grocer  I'll  pay  him  the  rest  of  that 
bill  tomorrow.  Be  careful  when  you  cross  the  street 
and  don't  play  on  the  way."  G.  B. 

She:    Just  what  do  you  do  for  a  living:1 

He:     I'm  a  naval  doctor. 

She:     My,  how  you  men  specialize  nowadays! 

"This  will  be  a  painful  end,"  cried  the  pleclgeashe 
assumed  the  conventional  angle. 


yflfP5 


"Hey,  I  just  heard  about  a  guy  who  kept  a  New 
Year's  resolution  for  two  whole  months." 
"Astounding,  what  was  the  resolution1" 
"Not  to  keep  any  New  Year's  Resolutions." 


"Do  you  like  the  'Rosary'?" 

"Oh,  immensely.     Ever  since  I  was  a  little  girl  I've 
been  fond  of  flowers." 


Introducing,  from  left  to  right:  Full  pro- 
fessor, ASSISTANT  PROFESSOR,  AND  ASSISTING  FULL 
PROFESSOR. 

"  Who  won  the  dance  finals?" 

"Madame  Morchella — by  a  bare  majority." 

"Oh,  won't  you  be  my  valentine1'' 

This  was  his  ardent  prayer. 
"The  hell  you  say,"  the  maid  replied, 

"You  know  no  lace  I  wear." 

"Show  me  you  know  the  correct  use  of  the  word 
cauterize. " 

"The  base  villain  cauterize  in  his  malignant  gaze.  " 

EMBARRASSING  MOMENTS 

I  am  entirely  in  favor  of  safety  at  any  price.  I 
utterly  abhor  recklessness  of  any  sort,  particularly 
in  driving.  Many  a  time  I  have  stopped  a  speeding 
motorist  to  reprimand  him  for  recklessness  by  jump- 
ing in  front  of  his  car  and  waving  my  arms.  Safety  at 
any  cost — that's  my  motto.  I  once  saved  a  woman's 
life  by  pulling  her  out  of  the  way  of  a  speeding  truck 
less  than  a  block  away.  Ungrateful  creature,  she  did 
not  even  thank  me  for  my  heroic  action  because  I 
happened  to  break  her  arm.  And  recently,  as  soon  as 
the  latest  drive  started,  I  got  three  of  those  "Drive 
Sanely"  signs  and  pasted  them  on  my  windshield. 
One  day,  when  going  through  a  crossing,  some  careless 
driver  did  not  observe  that  I  would  be  unable  to  see 
him  because  of  my  signs,  and  he  deliberately  allowed 
me  to  smash  into  him.  Reckless  wretch!  I  was 
knocked  unconscious.  For  three  days  I  lay  motionless 
while  my  life  hung  in  the  balance.  And  then  can  you 
imagine  my  embarrassment,  dear  reader,  when  I 
awoke  one  morning  and  found  myself  dead! 
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"Where  you  from1' 

"U.  of  C" 

"G'wan,  where's  your  whiskers1-' 

Tragedy 

There  was  once  a  College  Comic  Magazine  that  ran 
a  Travel  Number.  On  the  day  of  Deadline,  the  Editor 
received  27  piles  of  Copy  from  27  Contributors.  Care- 
fully he  read  them  over.  On  27  different  Pages,  he 
read  27  times  the  identical  Joke.  Poor  fellow,  they 
found  him  next  morning.  His  Eyes  were  wild,  his 
Hair  torn,  and  he  was  mumbling  insanely,  time  after 
time: 

"My  father's  going  to  send  me  abroad  next 
summer." 

"Blonde  or  Brunette?" 

Famous  Wanders 

Where  is  my ing  boy  tonight1 

lust. 

ink  for  one. 

Sq ing  money. 

The  average  professor's  lecture. 

Travel  Information  Clerk:  And  what  is  your  reason 
for  wishing  to  get  to  Waikiki  so  quickly,  if  I  may  ask? 

College:   Well,  you  know  those  hula-hula  girls1 

T.  I.  C. :   Yes — what  about  them1 

Moron:  Well — I  just  read  in  the  newspaper  that 
their  grass  crop  has  been  a  total  failure  this  year. 


On  to  Berlin  (Irving) 

Some  day  I  am  going  to  write  a  popular  song  that 
does  not  rhyme  true  with  blue  and  love  with  above; 
in  enunciating  these  historical  words  I  doubtlesslv 
align  myself  with  the  great  disarray  of  the  one  hundred 
and  twenty  million  other  people  who  are  going  to 
write  such  a  song.     Nevertheless  I  threaten  to  do  it. 

Since  this  is  to  be  a  thoroughly  original  popular 
song,  I  must  ferret  out  some  new  theme.  No  strayed 
or  stolen  Sallies  whom  no  one  knows  what's  become  of, 
will  be  allowed  to  amble  through  the  lines;  no  hearts 
that  must  part;  no  moon  in  June;  no  lovin'  papas 
and  dovin'  mammas:  if  there  are  any  babies  they 
will  be  infants,  not  he's  twenty-one  and  I  m  twenty(-)-) 
and  none  of  the  women  will  be  named  Frankie. 

Well,  let's  see  now.  no.  I  won't  have  any  of  those — 
or  those — or  these  .  .  .  And  I'll  leave  that  out,  too 
old.  Hmmm,  let's  hum  it  over  now:  "Dum  te  da  de 
love,  la  lee  loo  above:  tra  la  boom  a  moon,  hum  tee 
dum  in  June  ..."  Not  so  good.  Try  again.  "Loo 
leela,  baby  mine  da  Sally,  hoo  perdoo  de  da  our  alley 
...  la  pur  loo  de  papa  crunch,  fa  de  doo  my  honey- 
bunch.  ..."  Seems  I'm  not  progressing.  "Johnnie 
do  dum  de  .   .   .  Frankie  were  married.   ..." 

Pause;  much  thought.  A  headlong  dash  to  the 
rhyming  dictionary. 

Well,  enough  for  to-day.  I've  got  the  tune  anyway 
— and  some  day  I  am  going  to  write  a  popular  song.   .   . 

Nihil  ex  Nihilo 

"And  what,"  asked  the  professor  of  Heredity  and 
Environment,  "would  you  men  be  today  if  your 
mothers  and  fathers  had  passed  away  when  you 
were  but  wee  infants1" 

And  the  inspired  class  rose  as  one  shouting  in  a 
single  voice  as  they  walked  out, 

"Orphans." 


Corpuscle: 
colored  blood ! 

Haemoglobin 
balming  fluid7 


You    have    deceived    me — you    have 


What  did  vou  think  I'm  full  of,  em- 


Twenty-six 


rll  LA  |  I  LI  IF  [  AklA  1 


Joy  Bells 


Good  morning,  young  people,  it  looks  like  a  bad 
day  today,  doesn't  it?  I'll  tell  you  what's  the  matter 
with  the  world.  What  we  need  is  gloom!  More 
gloom!  Over  fifty  people  kicked  off  right  here  in 
Chicago  yesterday.  How  do  you  feel1  Not  so  good, 
huh1  Yay!  Maybe  you're  getting  pneumonia! 
Hooray! 

However  everything  looks  pretty  rosy  now,  and 
everybody  predicts  a  good  year.  But  didn't  every- 
thing look  pretty  rosy  for  Florida  about  a  year  ago1 
Then  what  happened?  A  hurricane  came  injuring 
over  2,999  people.  Maybe  a  hurricane  is  coming 
here;   hooray! 

You  are  liable  to  get  bumped  off  by  an  auto  any 
day.  But  cheer  up!  We'll  give  you  the  best  funeral 
you  ever  had.  We  do  everything  on  a  grand  scale. 
Instead  of  putting  pennies  on  your  eyes,  we  use 
nickels.  Our  funerals  always  give  you  a  great  thrill. 
Ask  the  man  who's  had  one.  Our  motto  is  "Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed  or  a  free  funeral  the  next  time  you 
want  one 


1  sing  my 
Glooming 


Now  I  want  all  you  boys  to  join  in  while 
parting  song  entitled,   "Roaming  in  the 

Our  sorry  town  is  painted  red 
With  crimson  colored  gore, 
And  many  gangsters  now  are  dead 
Who  never  died  before. 

E.  W. 


First  Fraternity  Man:  I  wish  to  heavens  they'd 
stop  playing  the  piano,  at  least  during  study  hours. 

Second  Ditto:  You  said  a  tonsilful.  Why,  it's  get- 
ting so  up  in  our  room  that  you  can't  even  tell  if  a 
fellow  is  saying  "pair  of  tens"  or  "pass  the  gin." 


Hindoo 
night? 

Stan:    I  tried  to,  but 


Did    you    attend    the    Rajah's   Ball    last 
Gungah  Din! 


Alice:   Would  you  marry  for  money,  Tessie? 

Tessie:  Well,  I  don't  know  about  it.  I  just  have  a 
hankering  hope,  however,  that  Cupid  shoots  me  with 
a  Pierce-Arrow. 


I'M  THE  GlNKETTE 

I'm  the  ginkette  who  always  stays  after  class  to  ask 
the  professor  some  unimportant  question.  I  usually 
know  the  answer  to  the  question  already,  and  when 
the  prof  says,  "What  do  you  think  the  answer  should 
be?"  I  tell  him:  and  he  says,  "Sure,  that's  right; 
you  understand  it  perfectly."  Then  I  blurber  and 
giggle  and  tell  him  that  he  is  helping  me  so  much 
that  it  is  no  wonder  that  I  am  making  better  progress 
than  the  other  pupils.  I  like  to  softsoap  the  profs.  I 
think  it  helps  my  mark  a  great  deal.  They  probably 
say  to  themselves,  "Now  there  is  a  brilliant  young 
lady  who  is  earnest  and  sincere.  She  is  really  trying 
to  get  something  out  of  this  course.  She  doesn't 
mind  doing  a  little  work.  She  sure  must  be  smart." 
O,  yeh'     I'm  the  ginkette! 

Steamship  captain:     What  class,  lady? 
A-classlady:     '30. 

Steamship  captain:  Only  three  classes  on  this 
boat.    Cattle  ship  follows.     Sorry — 

What  Caesar  might  have  said  when  he  took  Paris: 
"  I  came, 
I  saw, 

And  I'm  still  looking!" 
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'Enter  your  service,  Monsieur1      But  my  qualifications  .  .  .  iay  are  so  poor 
'Ah,  non,  ma  cherie,  your  qualifications,  they  seem  perfect!" 
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Qreat  European  Tour 

To  Europe  And  Back  Again! 
Especially    arranged    for    gentlemen    and    college 
students. 
Features  of  the  Ship: 

1.  Specially  irrigated  decks. 

2.  Steamheated  cabins  inside  and  out. 

3.  Hot  and  cold  folding  beds  (both  ways). 

4.  Lead  sinkers  with  all  meals  (makes  'em  stay 
down). 

5.  Balloon  tired  fog  horns  and  anchors  on  all 
models. 

6.  Absolutely  no  ventilation  or  other  vermin. 

7.  A  fire  extinguisher  in  every  bath  tub. 
Life  on  Board  (if  you  can  live  on  ours) : 

1.  Ail-American  jazz  band  (both  players  are  from 
America). 

2.  Our  specially  constructed  corrugated  dance 
floor  keeps  you  from  slipping  when  the  boat 
rolls  over. 

3.  We  let  you  play  shuffle  board  (otherwise  we 
would  have  to  sweep  the  decks  ourselves). 

4.  Afternoon  tea  (we  call  them  Boston  Tea 
Parties — it  all  goes  overboard  anyway). 

5.  Fancy  dress  ball  just  before  landing  (well,  we 
would  hate  to  be  thrown  overboard  in  mid- 
ocean). 

Travelling  in  a  party  is  fun — for  the  natives.  Every 
time  a  bunch  of  American  college  students 
come  through,  the  inhabitants  have  to  use 
tear  bombs  to  keep  from  laughing  themselves 
to  death. 

ITINERARY 
Place  Our  Special  Service 

London Introductions. 

Brussels Addresses. 

Berlin Telephone  Numbers. 

Paris None.  The  women  serve  them- 
selves. Cocottes.  Midinettes,  Gris- 
ettes,  Cognac,  Creme  de  Menthe, 
Muscatelle,  Champagne,  Creme 
de  Cocoa,  Bourbon,  Dry  Martini, 
headache  powders. 

Monte  Carlo Barrels. 

Deauville Field  Glasses  (but  you  can't  expect 

one  man  to  see  everything). 

Italy Listerine. 

Switzerland Rescue  Parties. 

Dover-Calais Suits  of  Grease. 

Coming  Home:  If  it's  rough,  you  have  just  "oceans" 
of  fun  on  deck.  B.  A.  W. 


"Prithee,  gentle  Graphscrafulous,  what  is  more 
collegiate  than  an  extreme  college  freshman?" 

"S  blood,  Smetisticles,  but  t  must  be  a  conserva- 
tive high  school  senior." 


Mother  (reading  bed-time  story) :  " — and  the  lady 
tripped  and  ended  up  flat  on  her  back." 

Anatomically  minded  child:  Was  she  a  contor- 
tionist, mamma? 


"Where  you  going1" 

"Over  to  the  woodworkers  to  get  a  new  constitu- 
tion framed." 


She  was  just  a   janitor's    daughter,    but    she  cer- 
tainly knew  her  lower  stories. 


"  We've  dallied  in  Rome,  James, 
And  played  in  Shan-Sun, 

Twentv-nine 


So  canter  on  home,  James, 
The  dishes  ain't  done."  . 


the  Llama 

What  of  the  fretful  llama 
Way  up  on  Andean  slopes? 

What  of  his  nightly  habits, 
What  of  his  future  hopes? 

\\  hat  of  his  moral  aspect, 

Is  his  a  life  of  sin1 
Is  he  fond  of  playing  poker, 

And  if  so,  does  he  win? 

Why  don't  the  great  zoologists 
Tell  us  these  simple  facts? 

Instead  of  ivasting  pages 
On  the  way  an  oyster  acts? 


-Chaparral 


An  Englishman,  after  watching  an  American  couple 
dance,  remarked  to  a  friend:  "  They  ahvays  get  married 
after  that,  don't  they?" 

— Flamingo 

"Going  home  for  the  holidays?" 
"Well,  I'm  going  to  make  it  the  base  for  my  oper- 
ations." 

— Punch  Bowl 

"Did  your  girl  have  a  good  time  at  House  Party  ?" 
"Don't  I  look  it?" 

—Froth 

"Have  you  heard  the  Fraternity  Song1" 

"No,  what  is  it?" 

"Ode  to  the  TREASURER,  forever." 

—Froth 


\m0& 


As  the  little  chorus  girl  said  to  her  sweetie,  as  she 
kissed  him  good-night:    "So  long,  I'll  sue  you  later." 

— Punch  Bowl 

The  male  quartette  will  now  render  that  touching  little 
ballad  entitled,  "  She  was  only  a  sailor's  sweetheart,  but 
now  she's  an  officer 's  mess. 

— Ghost 

A  two-way  split  over  the  1928  convention  city  is 
reported  in  the  ranks  of  the  S.  P.  C.  A.  The  schism 
threatens  the  very  life  of  the  organization.  Moscow 
was  the  coalition  choice,  but  now  one  section  has  set 
its  heart  on  Lyons,  while  the  other  holds  fast  for 
Rome,  where  the  catacombs  are. 


Pessimism 

Here's  to  a  glass  of  ginger  ale, 

So  amber  and  so  clear, 
Not  half  so  sweet  as  a  co-ed's  kiss, 

But  a  darn  sight  more  sincere. 


-Ghost 


College  Widow  {whose  weeds  are  dark  but  not  dense): 
Isn't  there  something  I  can  put  on  to  keep  the  mosquitoes 
from  biting  me? 

Grouchy  Stude:      Yeh — clothing. 

— Siren 

He:  I  haven't  known  you  for  long,  but  in  the  two 
short  hours  we've  been  sitting  under  this  glorious 
moon  I  have  been  absolutely  conquered  by  your 
beautiful  eyes,  your  marvelous  figure  and  your  engag- 
ing personality.     I  wonder  if  I  might  kiss  you. 

She:  Are  you  beginning  to  wonder,  too1 

— Humbug 

Sue:    I  wish  I  could  fall  in  love. 
Nan:    Well,  you'd  better  fall  into  something  darn 
quick  because  the  shade's  up. 

—Old  Maid 

"  Is  your  brother  home  for  Christmas  vacation1" 
"Either  that  or  our  house  has  been  robbed  every 
morning  at  three." 

— Juggler 

HE 
Marry  me,  dear — 

I  know  you're  beautiful  and  you're  smart, 
And  I  know  you  have  a  gen'rous  heart, 
Your  dress  and  manners  are  very  fine, 
Your  clothes  and  jewels  are  divine; 
Your  voice  is  soft,  your  eyes  are  bright. 
In  toto,  you  are  just  right; 
But  if  we  wed,  I  give  you  warning, 
Ne'er  let  me  see  you  in  the  morning! 

SHE 
Marry  you?     Well — 
You'll  be  faithful,  you'll  be  true. 
You  won't  do  what  others  do, 
You'll  stay  home  with  your  wife 
And  life  will  be  merry,  not  a  strife; 
I  know  you'll  do  all  of  these, 
But  I'm  very  hard  to  please — 
Do  not  anger,  do  not  moot, 
For  I've  seen  you  in  a  bathing  suit! 

— Chanticleer 

Credulity  is  the  ability  to  believe  your  girl  when 
she  says  she  has  a  headache  and  can't  see  you  the 
same  night  your  roommate  has  borrowed  your  tux 
and  address  book. 


Camel 

The  most  popular  cigarette 
in  the  United  States 

Quality  put  it  there— quality 
keeps  it  there*  Camel  smokers 
are  not  concerned  and  need  not 
be  concerned  with  anything 
but  the  pleasure  of  smoking* 


If  all  cigarettes  were  as  good 
as  Camel  you  wouldn't  hear 
anything  about  special  treat' 
ments  to  make  cigarettes  good 
for  the  throat.  Nothing  takes 
the  place  of  choice  tobaccos. 
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Ya  goin  to  Urop  ? 
Nawmy  S.T.C.A.  application 
was  toined  down  .  .  . 


^  A  V*  /iL  trips  are  main- 
tained entirely  for  college  people. 

Weekly  houseparties  to  and  from 

EUROPE 

Only  $18450  —  $205.00 
Round  Trip 

to  England,  France  and  Holland. 

You'll  find  all  your  friends — ex- 
cellent accommodations —  the  best 
college    orchestras    and   lecturers. 

Book  now  and  be  sure  of  a  fine 
start  and  finish  to  your  trip! 

Sfce;  Elizabeth  Hughes 

Nancy  Pence 
John  Mitchell 
Jean  Brockway 

smmm 

AssoaiATion 

HOLLAND-AMERICA  LINE,  24  State  St.,  N.  Y. 


And  How 

Chemistry  Prof:     Next  week  I  will  take  arsenic. 
Class:     Hurrah. 

— \  oo  Doo 


"Bud  sure  does  work  hard  for  his  fraternity,  doesn't 
he?" 

"  Yes,  he  just  can't  resist  sticking  a  button  on  someone. 
Why,  now  that  the  rushing  season  is  over,  he  went  out 
and  pledged  his  overcoat. 

— J ack-0 -Lantern 


Library  Plaza 
Cafeteria 

^pHE  delicious  home-cooked 
food  at  the  Library  Plaza 
urges  you  to  dine  here  regularly. 
Highest  quality  food  sturls — 
reasonable  prices — convenient 
location  make  the  Plaza  a 
desirable  place  to  dine. 

///  the 

Library  Plaza  Hotel 

Orrinvton  A-ve. 
'Just  South  of  Church  Street 
Open  6  a.  m.  to  f:45  P-  '"■ 


jVjOlQTlUlWViEfTlEIQIM  fWPPlF  pj^BOJ 


Ain't  It  a  Grand  and  Glorious  Feelin'f 


By  BRIGGS 


,  VJHEr4     Vou'RE     AS    WIDE    AWAKE 
AS     A     NIGHT      WATCHMAN     \S 

SUPPOSED    To     BE 


—  AinD    -You  BARK   Your  -Smi^S    on 
~lt-\e.    Liv/iivig   vzaot~\   TABLE 
-j-rYim<3    To    RimP   A,h4    o.(3-  Thst 

ism'T    There 


And    You  dash  o<J~T  to  the 
GARAGE     IN    YbuR    PAJamas 
To    GET    IT" AnO    FIND   IT?» 


AnO     You   FimallV   DECIDE    To 
<S£T    UP    AND    5MOK6    AM 
OLD    GOLD 


I'M   GLAD    I'M 
KO-r  AM   ESKIMO 
IM£    MH3HTS 
ABE.    SIX- 
MONTHS    LOKlC 
UP     Ti-IEE1E7 


A^D    YoU    SUDDENLY    REMtMBER 
YtfO    LEFT     A     PACK    IM    TH6 

Door    Pocket    of   Your    car. 


OH-H-h      BOY!    AlM'T     it    A 

GLoft-R-o-'ouS     FeeuiNj' ? 


I  1928.  P.  Lonllard  Co.,  list.  1760 


. ,  not  a  cough  in  a  c 


^ORTMWlE/IlEO^  flUOPIIX  f^BEQJ 


College  Cruise 


I?        O      U       N      O    //    T 


S.  S.  Ryndam — 
Sailing  Sept.  19 

Limited  to  375 
Men   Students 


Enrolments 
accepted  now 
for  1928  .  .   . 


For  further  information  write  to  your  local  representative 

UNIVERSITY  TRAVEL  ASSOCIATION 

285  Madison  Ave.,  New  York  City 


W     CLOTHES 

Ready-made 
And  Cut  to  Order 

ESTABLISHED  ENGLISH  UNIVERSITY 
STYLES,  TAILORED  OVER  YOUTHFUL 
CHARTS  SOLELY  FOR  DISTINGUISHED 
SERVICE    IN   THE    UNITED    STATES. 


Suits   *40,  *45,  *50  Overcoats 


Chanson  au  Printemps 

(Continued  from  page  twelve) 

"Why,"  I  said,  "are  Pullman's 
healthy?" 

"Never  saw  one  in  a  hospital  in 
my  life,"  he  says,  ducking  beyond 
the  counter  as  another  window 
broke. 

"Yes,  but  are  they  safe?"  I  said. 
Do    your    trains     get     wrecked 
often1" 

"No,"  he  said.  "Generally  once 
is  enough." 

I  gathered  up  my  right  trouserleg 
and  started  out  with  a  flounce. 

"Wait,"  he  shouted,  catching  the 
hem  of  the  flounce  and  pulling  me 
back.  "Maybe  you  don't  realize 
it,  but  a  trip  of  this  kind  will  soon 
pay  for  itself." 

I  turned.  "Very  well,"  I  said. 
"I  shall  leave  you  my  name  and 
phone  number,  and  when  it  has 
paid  for  itself,  you  just  let  me 
know  and  I'll  take  it." 

With  that,  I  executed  an  about 
face,  and  leaving  it  lying  dead  on 
the  floor,  I  strode  away. 

B.  A.  W. 

"Just  exactly  what  does  the 
Chaplain  of  Congress  do1  Does 
he  pray  for  the  Senate  and  the 
House1" 

"No,  he  gets  up,  looks  at  them, 
and  then  prays  for  the  country." 
— Tiger 

Mary  had  a  little  dress, 

It  was  light  and  airy: 
It'never  showed  a  speck  of  dust, 

But — it  showed  just  lots  of  Mary. 
— Green  Gander 


PERMAf\)£WT  wfiemv^ 

Flf\?fi.£"R  WP)V\N£n 

B£ftOTV  CULTURE 

IN  ALL  ITS  8Rft(\)£B£\S 

636  £HUR£R   STR££T 

CARLSON    B^D£r> 
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MOIR1  M\\V  IE/1T1EPN  pllPPlF  pAlRIRQT 


They  say  P-A- 

is  the  worlds  largest 
seller 


I  DON'T  doubt  it,  nor  do  I  wonder  why.  Just 
open  a  tidy  red  tin  and  get  that  full  fragrance 
of  Nature's  noblest  gift  to  pipe-smokers.  Then 
tuck  a  load  in  the  business-end  of  your  old 
jimmy-pipe. 

Now  you've  got  it — that  taste — that  Lead- 
me-to-it,  Gee-how-I-like-it  taste!  Cool  as  a 
condition.  Sweet  as  making  it  up.  Mellow 
and  satisfying.  Try  this  mild,  long-burning 
tobacco,  Fellows.   I  know  you'll  like  it. 

Fringe  albert 

—the   national  joy  smoke! 


You  can  pay  more 
but  you  can't  get 
more  in  satisfaction. 


©  1928,  R.   J.   Reynolds  Tobacco 
Company,   Winston-Salem,   N.    C. 
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1EON  piCPILEpAKRCT 


EAT  WITH  US 


e 


Noyes  Street  at  the  "L"  j 

®  | 

Where  Good  Friends      8 

9 

ar?c/  Service  Meet         ft 


I  910  NOYES  STREET  U 

S  EVANSTON,  ILLINOIS  ; 

B  2 


BAUER'S  HAIR  SHOP 

Permanent  Waving 

Sisco  Method 

Marcel — Water  Waving 

Scientific  Scalp  Treatments 

Hair  Curling 

Exclusive  Hair  Shop 


1610  CHICAGO  AVE. 


EVANSTON,  ILL. 


Opp.  North  Shore  Hotel 

Phone  University   729 


WHEN    YOU  THINK  OF    FLOWERS 

{      '  ^m       .  THINK   OF 


on'6 


SLOWER- 

SHOP^<- 

i7V£s?oZ™E-     Phone  UniversityOl754Z 

FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 


So  YouVe  Qoing  to  Hell 


time  he  escapes  by  a  premeditated  margin  of  six 
hours  of  F.  This  act  invariably  elicits  huge  gales  of 
laughter  from  the  understanding  audience. 

We  know  our  student  tourists  will  enjoy  the  real- 
istic skit  of  Prometheus  and  his  eternally  vulture- 
pecked  liver.  It  is  in  the  nature  of  our  Prometheus, 
however,  that  he  prefers  to  modernize  his  drama ;  his 
torment  now  is  to  protect  very  feebly  his  pocketbook 
from  the  condor-like  onslaughts  of  the  vulture  who 
does  a  proxy  act  for  the  Business  Office.  Every  sum- 
mer, the  skit  relates,  J.  Collitch  Prometheus  replen- 
ishes his  wallet  by  selling  silk  hosiery  from  house  to 
house  (a  delectable  avocation)  or  by  pumping  gas, 
and  every  fall  the  Vulture  makes  pitifully  short  work 
of  it.  The  intrinsic  art  of  this  piece  will  not  be  fully 
appreciated  by  the  richer  of  our  customers. 

And  as  a  closer  we  have  Orpheus  and  Eurydice  of 
musical  comedy  fame.  Orpheus  meets  her  at  the 
Willard  Hall  fire-escape  on  a  dateless  night;  they  go 
a-Maying  as  collegians  will,  and  creep  back  rather 
war-torn  at  two  bells  by  U.  H.  clock  (wrong,  natu- 
rally). The  climax  is  where  she  falls  into  the  ready 
clutches  of  Frank  the  Watchman  t  impersonated  by  an 
imp  with  green  ears)  and  does  a  fade-out,  while  the 
luckless  Orpheus  commits  hari-kari  on  the  spot,  thus 
furnishing  choice  college-suicide  copy  for  the  next 
morning's  Herex.  The  sympathizing  audience  pro- 
tests with  a  lachrymose  demonstration  when  Eurydice 
is  removed  as  Social  Chairman  and  campused  for  the 
remainder  of  the  term. 

Momentarily  the  red  plush  curtains  flap  close  as 
the  orchestra,  ably  conducted  by  Dean  Lutkin,  plays 
through  "Boola  Boola"  and  "In  the  Good  Old 
Summertime  ' ;  at  a  discordant  note  from  the  A 
Capella  choir  they  reopen  revealing  the  whole  cast, 
ensemble. 

This  is  the  Grande  Finale.  To  complete  the  fes- 
tivities, with  typical  B  &  K  finesse  and  restraint,  the 
assembled  virtuosos  execute  the  Black  Bottom  and 
the  Charleston  to  a  crashing  postlude  perpetrated  on 
the  Grande  Organ  (Porter  Heaps  and  Tiny  Lewis  at 
the  twin  consoles)  featuring  "Collegiate,''  "He's  the 
Hottest  Man  in  Town.  "Hot-Hot  Hottentot"  and 
"Moonbeam,  Kiss  Her  for  Me,"  while  the  mermaid 
of  the  first  act,  as  Premiere  Danseuse,  flippers  through 
a  snappy  song-and-dance  to  the  tune  of  the  last 
selection.  Flashes  of  blinding  parti-colored  lights 
offstage,  booming  cannon,  thundering  open  diapasons, 
twitter-tinkling  xylophones,  descending  tinsel,  winky- 
twinkling  red,  white  and  blue  bulbs — and  the  Follies 
is  over! 

Now,  as  a  final  word  let  me,  speaking  as  one  who 
has  been  there,  exhort  you  all  to  sign  with  the  Fire- 
and-Brimstone  Travel  Bureau,  Inc..  if  you're  going 
to  Hell.  If  you  won't  go  with  us  (the  collegiate  tour 
is  by  the  most  diverting  route),  you  may  go  any  way 
you  please — as  most  people  do  after  all.  .  .  . 


Traffic  Cop:   What's  your  name? 
Truck  Driver:    Its  on  the  wagon. 
Traffic  Cop:    It's  obliterated. 
Truck  Driver:   Yer  a  liar!    It's  O'Brien. 
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Thank  Tou 


We're  happy  with  you.  The  first  semester  is  a  memory  for  which  we're  glad. 
For  you  it  has  meant  hard  work  and  study.  For  us  it  brought  pleasure.  Pleasure, 
because  we  got  to  know  and  serve  you.  It  is  for  this  patronage  that  we  are  most 
grateful. 

Now  with  the  opening  of  the  second  semester  we  are  more  able  to  give  you  better 
service.  Our  stocks  are  new  and  complete;  our  credit  accounts  are  for  your  conve- 
nience; our  delivery  service  for  your  benefit.  Besides,  we  want  you  to  make  the 
"University  Store" — your  store. 


Chandler's 


ii 


fountain.   Square  * 
E."VAr<   STOISJ 


i 
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HIE   YOURSELF 
TO  THE 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 

FOR  A  REALLY  GOOD  MEAL 
OF    YOUR    OWN    SELECTION 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

North  Shore 
Hotel 


COLLEGE  MODELS 

By 

KUPPENHEIMER 

MADE-TO-MEASURE 


The  "GRAD" 

3  Button  Coat 

The  "SQUAD' 

New  2  Button  Coat 


E.  S.  EHMEN 

Studio  Bldg.  2  Doors  No.  of  Varsity  Theatre 


"I'm  glad  I  followed  the  advice 
of  Mary  Garden" 


Said  Margery  Bailey  to  Ed  Wagner, 
between  tennis  matches  at  Forest  Hills. 


1^ '■'■*•  JIL         0 


Marvelous  Mary  Garden  writes: 

"My  teachers,  Trahello  and  Richard  Bartelemey,  all 
impressed  upon  me  the  solemn  warning  that  I  must  al- 
ways treat  my  throat  as  a  delicate  instrument.  Yet  every 
artist  is  under  constant  strain.  Sometimes  we  get  real 
relaxation  in  smoking  a  cigarette.  I  prefer  Lucky  Strikes 
—  which  both  protects  the  throat  and  gives  real  enjoy- 
ment." 


tt 


It's  toasted 

No  Throat  Irritation -No  Cough. 


